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PKEFACE. 


The following selection of Poetry is nSF confined to 
moral and leltgious subjects, but includes pieces de- 
scriptive of Nature in all her paths. On the utility of 
such a work, and the importance of Poetry, as a means 
of intellectual iniprovenient, the Publisher has been 
favoured with the following remarks by the Rev. T. D. 
Schomborg, Vicar of Poles worth. 

Poetry possesses such chai ms for the youthful mind, 
that it never wearies by repetition ; find thus become* 
too deeply im pi cssed upon the memory ever to be for* 
gotten. The noblest lessons of morality, and the most 
important doctnnes of our holy religion, may, in this 
manner, be insinuated into their minds, becoming almost 
a part of themselves, and influencing by its secret power 
the whole course of their lives. 

Nor are the attractions of Poetry superficial. It not 
only captivates the mind by its grace and beauty, but it 
has a tendency, by its own intrinsic excellency, to 
refine and exalt the afTections. Good Poetry is the off- 
spring of refined thought, and the mind that delights in 
the study of it, cannot fail to become the storehouse of 
refined sentiments. The mind judiciously cultivated by 
Poetry is like a garden filled with flowers of richest fra- 
grance, shedding a sweet influence over the whole train 
of its ideas. 

The study of Poetry not only affords pleasure to the 
mind, and adorns as well as enriches the understanding, 
but from the facility with which its oft repeated leisons 
offer themselTes to the memory, it become* a powerful 
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safeguard against the inroad of sudden temptation ; and 
like a swift winged messenger offerb the most important 
advice at this critical moment. It speaks, and often 
speaks with success, when no other monitor would be 
heard. 

The study of Poetry not only aflords ]dcasure and in- 
struction in its perusal ; not only enriches the mind 
itself with the purest and most refined thoughts ; not 
only affor^Ulfeiijoymc'iit in solitude and retirement, as 
well as in the social circle ; but religious Poetry — 
the Poetry of the Uiblc, the sublimest of all poetical 
compositions, has been found the gieatcst coiiaolation in 
old age, when the mind shut out from the active pursuits 
of life, requires some stimulus from within — It is at such 
a time when the intellectual iiowors are themselves in- 
capable of much exeition, that tJie strains of Poetry 
with which the mmd had been deeply imbued in youth, 
offer themselves V/ithout effort, to cheer and enliven the 
closing shades of declmmg years; even in the hour of 
death, and amidst the pains and atflictions of the body, 
the departing spirit has been cheered with the recollec- 
tions of Poetry, which have shed a light on the soul, as 
it sped its way to the realms of bliss. And not, uiifrc > 
quently, with the favourite hymn, or the oft repeated 
verse, has the dying Christian concluded those songs of 
praise in the house of his pilgrimage, which he hopes to 
resume in the mansions of glory. 


19th DEcrnsKR, 1847. 
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FAITH. 

O FOR a faith aa firm, unmoved, 

As his the '* friend of God,” 

Who, firmly Tifith the child he loved, 
Moriah’s mountain trod; 

And bound his son, and raised his hand. 
Obedient to his Lord’s command. 

Or his, Arabia’s tempted son. 

Surcharged with various woes ; 

His children dead, hie riches gone. 

In pafh and sickness low ; 

From whose pale lips in anguish burst. 
Though he should slay me. Him I’ll trait. 
Bu^^, Lord, to me thy wayward child. 

Still prone to choose the wrong, 

With guilty thoughts and words defiled^ 
Do such high things belong ? 

Yea, is it not deep pride of heart 
Which bids such lofty wishes start t 
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Oh ! humbler things in thy dear word 
Are fitter far for me ; 

Yet there, the humblest prayer preferr’d 
Was heard and mark’d by theo : 

Botb, ** If thou canst/’ and, If thou wilt,” 
Were granted, though on doubting built. 

Thou art unchanged —thy gracious ear. 

Still lists the cry of grief; 

“ Lord I believe”— oh, deign to hear ! 

“ Help thou mine unbelief:” 

I know — I know thou wilt not spurn, 

One who before thy cross would mourn. 

Increase my weak, my wavering faith, 

Fix it on Thee alone ; 

Lead me tcv conquer sin and death, 

And foes to me unknown ; 

Feeble and faint my cry may be, 

Yet, Lord, I still would cling to Thee. 

M, A. StodarL 


SUBMISSION. 

O my Father, if this cup may not pass away from me, 
except I drink it, thy will be done.~Matt. xxvl. 42. 

Ifi there no way but this, most gracious Lord ? 
Must every earthly tie thus sever’d be, 
Ortwined arpund with thorns 1 Is there no spot 
Whereon my wearied spirit may repose, 

My wounded heart, in sweet afiectiouybalm 
Be steep’d awhile, ere itspuitte shall throb 1 
Thofi know’at Lord — thou only know’st— 
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TIlg inward depths of that deceitful font, 
Where many a sin lies sleeping, but not dead. 
Then let me humbly bend my will to thine, 

My righteous Lord, my Father and my God. 
Nor comfortless. Jf through this dreary world 
Thou see’at it meet that I should struggle on 
In loneliness of spirit, still unsoothed 
By human love, uncherished by earthly hope, — 
O deign to let thy Spirit dwell with me, 
Shewing me evermore thy hand of love ! 

Thou knowest, Lord, my heart's deep bilteruess— 
Its griefs, its sins, its struggles, all thou seest. 
In utter helplessness to thee, I come, 

My Saviour. O, my Saviour, aid me now ; 

Let the full sense of thy unchanging love 
Best on my spirit with abiding pow^r : 

That so my yearning heart, cleaving to thee. 
May never pine for that which thou deniest. 
Give me thy peace — that satisfying peace 
Which thou alone oanst give, but given, 

No power can take away, sinful and weak, 
Unworthy of the least of thy rich mercies, 

Still would 1 cast myself on thee for all. 


THE CHURCH OF OUR FATHERS. 

Half screen'd by its trees in the Sabbath's 6alm 
smile, [stands ! 

The Church of our Fathers, how meekly it 
Oh, Villagers, gaze on the old hallow'd pile — 
It was dear to their hearts, it was raiasd by 
their hands. ^ 
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Who lovesnot the ground where they worahipp’d 
their God ? 

Who loves not the ground where their aahes 
repose 1 

Dear even the daisy that blooms on the sod. 

For dear is the dust out of which it arose ! 

Then say, shall the temple our forefathers built. 

Which the storms of long ages have batter'd in 
vain, 

Be abandon’d by us from supineness or giiilt^ 

O say, shall it fall by the rash and profane! 

Go, perish the impious hand that would take 

One shred from its altar, one stone from its 
towers ! 

The pure blood of Martyrs has flowed for its sake 

And its falJr— if it fall— shall be reddend’d with 
ours. 


STANZAS. 

The Lord hath need of them,— Marx. xzi. 5. 

O words of wonder 1 Saviour, can it be. 

Thine own hands works are needful thustotheel 
What didst thou need when sojourningon earthi 
One of the brute creation, little worth. 

To bear thee on thy way. What didst thou need! 
With lowly wonder shall thy children read, 

A rest the well beside — a fig to eat — 

4 little water to refresh thy feet — 

Draught from the well, his burning thirst to slake, 
The floor of some poor barn his bed to make — 
A plj^w for his head — Were these the things 
N eewd awhile by Him, the King of Kings 1 
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What, did he need God’s counsels to fulfil ? 
Christain, reply, with deeper reverence still : 
Prom all earth’s boundless wastes and forests 
wide, 

One cross of wood there to be crucified— 

A crown of thorns — a robe of mockery’s die — 
All to fulfil the ancient prophecy. 

Yea, it must be fulfilled. He needed all : 

The dying thirst — the vinegar and gall ; 

The hand of friendship that, ’mid twilight’s gloom 
Should take him Irom the cross, and lay him in 
the tomb. 

But this is past; and all heaven’s host once more 
Throng round their king in rapture to adore : 
Blest, self existent, with a crown of light, 

A robe of glory, and an arm of might. 

What needst thou? The feeble ones of earth 
Thine to become by new and heavenly birth. 

0, ask we what he needs ? We dare reply. 

The tear of penitence, the supplicant’s sigh, 
Christian, thy Lord has need of thee. Awake ! 
And bear and suffer all things for his sake. 

He needs thy all : thy body, spirit, soul, 
fill to be subjected to his control ; 

Thy thoughts, thy memory, speech, and song, 
and lyre, 

Bring all to him, that he may all inspire : 

O give not up thyself to aught beside ; 

He needs thee who for thee was crucified. 

What would HE have, heaven’s harmony to swell? 
Thy voice of praise, the history thou oansttell, 
0, can it be, his bliss is not complete 
Till every ransom’d* one has claim’d hiS s^i 
Till every voyager the wave has past. 

And every crown before his feet is cast? 
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And hast thou need of us 1 Lord, let us see 
Our inhnite, unoeasing need of thee. 

Mi$s Ewra. 


THE WAY-SIDE FOUNTAIN. 

1 pass’d, as once I journey’d on a long and lone- 
some way, 

A fountain, form’d that travellors might their 
fever’d thirst allay ; 

By ancient trees t’was shadow’d o’er, and plea- 
santly it stood. 

And ever from its side did pour a cool, and 
chrystal flood. 

And many way-worn pilgrims, by the, noon- 
tide heat oppress’d. 

Had halted near the gushing stream to pass 
their hour of rest ; 

Unsandall’d were their swoln feet, each scrip 
was laid aside. 

And gratefully they kneel’d to drink the reno- 
vating tide. 

And Sbme were there whose feet were soil’d in 
travel from afar, 

And some whose hands were marked with 
stains, acquired in recent war ; 

Bending beside the cleansing stream they 
wash’d each stain away, 

Ani blessing him that built the fount, pro- 
' oeeded on their way. 
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Beside tbe grateful shade apart, a widow’d mo- 
ther staid, 

Beijeath the soft and verdant turf, her only son 
was laid ; 

Fair is thy resting place,” she said, as through 
her tears she smilelf; 

“ Would I were with thee laid beneath that 
pleasant sod, my child.” 

A graven tablet o’er the fount in grateful ac- 
cents told 

Of some whose friendly hands repair'd it, when 
defaced of old : 

Defiled and choked had been the stream — the 
spoiler they withstood, , 

In its defence the best of earth had pour’d their 
valued blood. 

England I— this fountain is thy Church; for 
ages hath she been 

To thy sinning, sighing, sorrowing sons a floul- 
refret^hing stream ; 

Pleasant have b^een the hour® they pass’d be- 
neath her holy shade, 

And round about her hallow’d walls their best 
beloved are laid. 

Again the spoiler threatens ; canst thou guilt- 
less stand to see 

Polluted or impair’d the fdunt thy fathers left 
to thee ? 

They to their sons tlie sacred tnst nusullied 
did r^ign ; 

See that thou fail apt to bequeath it nai^paix^d 
to ikint, s i.; 
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STANZIS. 

1 Ao fet my bow in the cloud ; and it shall be for a tokea 
•f a covenant between i||c and the earth— Gen. ix. IS, 

Ab when the blue autumnal sky 
la clad in cloudy drapery, 

The garment of a storm ; 

And every thing is dark and drear, 

Bach rain-drop is a falling tear, 

And nature seems to mourn. 

So when the spirit breathes within, 
Teaching the einfulness of sin, 

And what its wages are. 

Sorrows o’er whelm the guilty mind ; 

A guide we need, but cannot find, 

The ** bright and morning star.” ' 

But nature’s smile is soon restored, 

The weeping for her absent Lord 
So quickly dried away ; 

He darts his ray again to show 
That God still paints the mystic bow 
To bid the waters stay. 

For he in pity deals with man : 

The ** smoking flax” he loves to fan. 

And bind “ the bruised reed 
His Spirit guides our wand’ring feet 
To Jesus Christ the Mercy-seat, 

Our help in every need. 
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RELIGION. 

Throu<}H Bhadea and Holitndes profound, 
The fainting traveller wends his way ; 
Bewildering meteors glare around, 

' And tempt his wandering feet to stray. 
Welcome, thrice welcome to his eye. 

The sudden moon’s inspiring light. 
When forth she sallies through the sky, 
The guardian angel of the night. 

Thus mortals, blind and weak, below 
Pursue the phantom bliss in vain ; . 
The world's a wilderness of woe, 

And life's a pilgrimage of paint 
’Tis mild religion from above 
Descends, a sweet engaging form. 

The messenger of heavenly love, 

The bow of promise 'mid the storm. 
Ambition, pride, revenge, depart. 

And folly flics her chastening rod : 

She makes the humble, contrite heart 
A temple for the living God. 

Beyond the narrow vale of time. 

Where bright, celestial ages roll. 

To scenes eternal, scenes sublime, 

Sho points the way, and leads the soul.. 
At her approach the grave appears. 

The i^e of paradise restored ; 

Her voice the y^ohing cherub hears. 
And drops his double flaming sword.. 



26 


FIOWEES OF POETRY. 


Baptized by her renewing fire 
May we the crown of glory gain ; 

Rise when the lights of heaven expire^ 
And with Jehovah ever reign. 

/. Monigomety, 


LINES, 

WRITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF OF A BIBLE, 

O, NEVER on this holy book 

With careless, cold indifference look; 

’Tis Gud’s own word ; and they who read 
With prayful hearts and reverent head. 

Shall gain from each uulolded page 
A blessing for their heritage. 

If thou a/t sad, come here and find 
A balm to soothe and cheer thy mind; 

If thou art merry, here are songs 
Meet to be sung by angels' tongues — 

Meet to be sung by sinful men, 

Pof whom the Lamb of God was slain ; 

If thou art rich in things of earth, 

Learn here thy wealth is nothing worth ; 

If thou art poof« this precious mine 
Hath countless treasures— they are thim / 
Dost thou lack wisdom 1 look herein, 

And surely thou shalt wisdom win — 
Wisdom to guide thee on the road 
Which leads, through faith in Christ, to God. 
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THE SIMPLICITY OF THE GOSPEL. 

0 naw unlike the complex works of man. 
Heaven's easy, artless, unencumbered plan ! 
No meritricious graces to beguile, 

No clustering ornaments to clog the pile ; 
From ostentation as from weakness free 1 
1 1 stands like the cerulean arch we see > 
Majestic in its own simplicity. ) 

Prescribed above the portal, from afar 
Conspicuous, as the brightness of a star, 
Legible only by the light they give. 

Stand the soul-quickeiimg wordis — Believe and 
live !" 

Cowper. 


THE VALUE OP THE SCRIPTURES. 

0 CHILD of sorrow, be it thine to know, 

That Scripture only is the cure of woe I 
That held of promise, how it hings abroad 
Its perfumes o’er the Christianas thorny road ; 
The soul reposing on assured belief, 

Feels herself happy amidst all her grief, 
Forgets her labour, as she toils along — 

Weeps tears of joy, and bursts Into a song 

The same. 

THE IMMORTALITY OP TKE^ SOUU 

The grave is not that place of rest, 

Which unbelievers teach ; 
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Where grief can never win a tear, 

Nor sorrow ever reach. 

The eye that shed the tear is closed, 

The heaving breast is cold ; 

But that which suffers and enjoys 
No narrow grave can hold. 

The mouldering earth and happy worm. 
The dust they lent may claim ; 

But the enduring spirit lives 
Eternally the same. 

Caroline Fry. 


THE OAK. 

King of theibrest ! which through years gone by 
Hast reign’d unharm’d in lofty majesty ; 

Thou, when with clouds the sky was overoast, 
And frailer forms were bent before the blast. 
Amidst the tempest's frownsuprear'dstthy head, 
As if to shew how vain its power was shed. 
Full many a form, who oit beneath thy sliade 
In youth hath linger’d, or in childhood play’d 
Now comes no more, snatch’d in life’searly bloom. 
Some are now sleeping in the silent tomb : 

Fair flowers of spring ! the beautiful, the bright, 
Transplanted to a sphere of purer light. 

Many have left their home and native land, 
And sever’d is the once gay household band. 

To meet perhaps a solit^ grave 
In foreign climes, or ’neath the briny wave. 
Full many, an autumn, noble tree ! has seen 
Thy foliage change though now so fresh and 
green : 
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And winter too thy leafless form has view’d ; 
But spring return’d, and all thy bloom renew’d. 
Thus, then, as these their power and strength 
renew. 

And opening beauties yearly glad the view, 

So may our souls upborne on faith’s firm wing, 
Bise from mortality to endless spring ; 

And as thy root firm buried in the ground. 
Steadfast withstands the storms that gather 
round, 

So, though with clouds our path be overcast, 
Be ours to rise unharm’d from ’neath the blast. 
Be ours to root our faith in that bright way 
Which leads to realms of everlastiiig day — 

To trust in Grod, though tempests round us fall — 
To feel, to own, that Christ is all in all. 


LINES BY THE PRINCESS AMELIA.* 

Unthinking, idle, wild, and ypung, 

1 laughed, and talked,. and danced, and sung; 
And proud of health, of freedom vain. 
Dreamed not of sorrow, care, or pain ; 
Concluding in those hours of glee. 

That all the world was made for me. 

But when the days of trial came. 

When sickness shook this trembling frame, 
When folly’s gay pursuits were o’er. 

And I could dance and sing no more, 

It then oocorr’d how sad ’twpuld be, 

W ere this world ont^ made for me. 

*Voungfft daughter of George lit. 
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A REFLECTION AT SEA. 

See how beneath the moonbeams’ smile 
Yon little billow heaves its breast, 

And foams and sparkles for awhile, 

And murmuring, then subsides to rest. 
Thus inan, the sport of bliss and care, 
Rises on time’s eventful sea. 

And haying swelled a moment there. 
Thus mmts into eternity. 


SUBMISSION. 

Come, then, affliction, if my Father bids, 

And be my frowning friend : afriend that frowms 
Is better than a smiling enemy. 

We welcome clouds wh^h bring the farmer'rain. 
Though they the present prospect blacken round. 
And shade the beauties of the opening year, 
That, by their stores enriched, the earth may 
yield 

A fruitful summer, and a plenteous crop. 

Swain, 


RETIREMENT. 

I love to steal awhile away 
From every cumbering care, 

And spend the hours of closing day 
In humblci grateful prayer. 
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, I love in solitude to shed 
The penitential tear, 

And all His promises to plead, 

Where none but God can hear, 

I love to think on mercies past, 

And future good implore. 

And all my sighs and sorrows cast 
On Him whom I adore. 

1 love by faith to take a view 
Ot brighter scenes in heaven ; 

Such prospects oft my strength renew. 
While here by tempests driven. 

Thus, when life’s toilsome day is o*er, 
May its departing ray 
Be calm as this impressive hour, 

^d lead to endless day. 

ATtitrican, 


WEEP NOT FOE THE BLEST. 

We mourn for those who toil. 

The elave who ploughs the main. 

Or him who hopeless tills the soil 
Beneath the stripe and chain. 

For those who in the world's hard race. 
O’er- wearied and unblest, 

A host of restless phantoms chase— 
Why mourn for those who rest t 
We mourn for those who sin, 

Bpund in the tempter's snare. 

Whom syren pleasure beckons in 
The prisons pf despair. 
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Whose hearts by whirlwind passions torn, 
Are wrecked on folly’s shore — 

But why in sorrow should we mourn 
For those who sin no more * 

We mourn for those who weep. 

Whom stern afflictions bend, 

With anguish o’er the lowly sleep 
Of lover or of friend ; — 

But they to whom the sway 
Of pain and grief is o’er, 

Whose tears our Ood hath wiped away. 
Oh, mourn for them no more. 

Mrs. Higov/mey, 


THE BIBLE. 

It is the one true light, 

That when all other lamps grow dim, 
Shall never burn less purely bright, 

Kor lead astray from Him. 

It is love’s blessed band. 

That reaohes from the eternal throne 
To him^whoe’er he be~who^ hand 
Will seize it for his own. 

It is the golden key 
To treasures of celestial wealth, 

Joy to the sons of poverty. 

And to the sick man health. 

The gently proffered aid 
Ot one who knows us— and can best 
Bupply the beings he has made 
With what wm make them blest. 
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THE CHRISTIAN DEPARTING IN 
PEACE. 

The hour of my departure’s come, 

I hear a voice that calls me home ; 
At last, 0 Lord, let trouble cease. 

And let thy servant die in peace. 
The race appointed I Iiave run, 

The combat's o’er — ^the prize is iron ; 
And now my witness is on high, 

And now my record’s in the sky.^ 

Not in mine innocence I trust; 

I bow before thee in the duet ; 

And through my Saviour's blood alone, 
I look for mercy at thy throne. 

1 leave the world without a tear. 

Save for the friends 1 hold so dear ; 
To heal their sorrows, Lord, desoend. 
And to theMendlesa prove a friend. 
The hour of my departure’s come ; 

I hear the voice that calls me home ; 
Now, O my God, let trouble cease, 
let thy servant die in peace. 


ODE TO DISAPPOINTMENT. . 

Com; Disappointment, come ! 

Not in thy terrors clad ; 
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Come in thy meekest, saddest guise ; 

Tl^ chastening rod but terrifies 
The restless and the bad. 

But 1 recline 
Beneath thy shrine, 

And round my brow resign'd, thy peaceful cy- 
press twine. 

Tho’ Fancy flies away 
Before thy hollow tread, 

Yet Meditation, in her cell. 

Hears with faint ear the lingering knell. 
That tells her hopes are dead ; 

And tho* the tear 
By chance appear, 

Yet she can smile, and say, My all was not laid 
here.,. 

Gome, Disappointment, come ! 

Tho’ from hope's summit hurl’d, . 

Still, rigid nurse, thou art forgiven. 

For thou severe were sent from heaven, 

To wean me from the world : 

To turn my eye 
From vanity. 

And point to scenes of bliss that never, never 
die. 

What is this passing scene ? 

A peevish April .day ! 

A little sun — a little rain, 

And then night sweeps along the plain. 
And all things &de away. 

Man (soon disonas’d) 

Yields up his trust, 

And all his hopes aadfeait lie with him in the 
dust. 



FLOWXBB or POETRY. 


35 


. Oh, what is beauty’s power 1 
It flourishes aud dies. 

Will the cold earth its silence break. 

And tell how soft, how smooth a cheek 
Beneath its sniiaoe lies ? 

Mute, mute is all, 

O’er beauty’s fall. 

Her praise resounds no more when mantled in 
her pall. 

The most belov’d on earth 
Not long BurviYes to day ; 

So music past is obsolete^ 

And yet 'twas sweet, ’twas passing sweet, 
But now *tia gone away. 

Thus does the shade 
• In memorv fade, • 

When in forsaken tomb the form beloy’d is laid. 
Then since this world iS tain. 

And Tolatile and fleet. 

Why should 1 lay up earthly Joys, 

Where rost corrupts, where moth destroys 
And cares and sorrows eatl 
Why fly from ill 
With anxious skill. 

When soon this hand will fireeze, this throbbing 
heart be still t 

Come, Disappointment come t 
Thou art not stem to me ; 

Sad Monitiess I 1 own thy sway, 

A votary sad in early day, 

I bend my knee to thee. 

From sosL to son 
My race will ml, 

i enly bow, and say^ )fy thy will be done ! 
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LINES ON 11. COR. iv. 17-18. 

Tub path of sorrow, and that path alone, 

Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown ; 
No trav’ller ever reach’d that blest abode, 

Who found 4 ot thorns and briars on his road. 
For He, who knew what human hearts would 
prove. 

How slow to learn the dictates of his love, 
That, hard by nature, and of stubborn will, 

A life of ease would make them harder still. 

In pity to the souls his grace design’d 
To rescue from the ruins of mankind ,* 

Gall’d for a cloud to darken all their years, 

And said, Go, spend them in the vale of tears !” 
0 balmy gales of soul reviving air ! 

O salutary streams that murmur there ! 

These flowing from the fount of ^ce alone. 
These breathed from lips of everlasting love. 
The flinty soil, indeed, their feet annoys, 

Chill blasts of trouble nip their springing joys; 
An envious world will interpose its frown. 

To mar delights superior to its own ; 

And many a pang experienced still within. 
Reminds them of their hated inmate. Sin ; 

But ills of every shape and eveiy name. 
Transform’d to blessings, miss their cruel aim ; 
And ever j moment’s oamathat soothes thebreast, 
Is given in earnest of eternal rest. 



FLOWERS OF POKTRT. 


37 


THE PENITENT’S REFLECTIONS 

At the close of the Year. 

OsoE more the fleeting hours of light are fled. 
And friendly night calls nature to repose ; 
But ah ! my mind hy darkest shades o'erspread. 
Forbids my grief swoln lids in sleep to close. 

My musing thoughts this silence kindly aids, 
And solitude according, helps to mourn 
Past hours of sorrow spent in error’s maze, 

T hose murder’d moments that shall ne’er return . 

Could I the retrospection of one day 
Approve, or hope for heaven’s approving smile; 
Each woe-fraught hour, that hope would well 
repay, 

And in my breast corroding doubts beguile. 

But when I mark the faculties bestow’d. 

The precious boon of time already giv’n, 

My ingrate soul recoils before her God, 

And trembling shrinks from high offended 
heaven. 

How have I scorned the call of bleeding love, 
(Wondor of seraphs, and of slants the joy) 
Disdain’d the lowly path to joys above. 

And earth preferr’d to endless bliss on high. 

Forgot the pangs incarnate God sustain’d* 

His ignominious death, — dire agony ; 

That vast atoning saoriflce,. ordain’d 
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Ah, why thifl mad attachment to the earth t * 
Why gravitates my gipv’llin^ soul below? 
Why not aspire to gain intrinsic worth, 

That pledge of heav*n, a new-born nature know. 
How inconsistent our pursuits, and vain; 

Eager for fleeting fame or wealth we strive; 
For these we barter everlasting gain, 

And gloiy, that shall earth’s firm base survive. 
This mournful night — the last of the sad year 
Proclai ms afresh" Time urgent hastes his flight 
Says, “the new-year’s dawn is now so near, 
Thou ne’er may’st rise to hail returning light.” 
Vast horror crowns reflection on the past ; 

Portentous fears foretell the direful doom, 
Without repentance must to me at last 
From mercy’s self inevitably come. 

Rouse then, lethargic soul, from sin awake ; 

While mercy doth His justice now suspend ; 
Swift to the throne of grace myself betake, 

And deprecate the woes that never end. 

If boundless love and mercy fail to melt 
Thy adamantine heart, to serve thy God ; 
Impending torture’s threat must sure bo felt, 
And drive to Jesus from the avenging rod. 
Father of mercies I how thy gracious ear. 
Regard the trembling suppliant. Lord, once 
more; 

Thy grace impart, my drooping mind to cheer. 
Confirm my ardent wish to sin no more. 
Now, let thy Spirit burst the galling chain 
That holds me back from rectitude and thee : 
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PardoD and peace in Jesufi let me gain^ 
And trace hia atepa to immortality. 

Barton, 


THE DEAD INFANT. 

A SESTCH. 

** She is not dead, but sleepeth.*’ 

Yes ! this is Death ! but in its fairest form. 
And stript of all its terrors that close eye 
Tells nothing of the cold and hungry worm 
That holds his revel-feast with frail mortality ! 

Yes ! this is Death ! but like a cheru^’ sleep, 
So beautiful — so placid ; — who of earth 
( And tasting earthly cares,) would wish to weep 
O'er one that has escaped the woes of mortal 
birth 1 

Here might the sculptor ga^se, until his hand 
Had learned to fashion forth you lovely thing, 
Pale as the chissell’d marble here command 
Those beauties that defy all Art's imagining ! 

The still calm brow — the smile on either cheek, 
The little folded hands, — the lips apart. 

As though they would the bonds of silence break. 
Are they not models fair,— meet for the 
sculptor’s art T 

Proud science, come ! learn of this beauteous clay, 
That seems to mock the dread destroyer^ reigu 
As thou^ in sluml^r’s downy links it lay, 
Awaiting but the mom, to wake to life again. 
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Yes ! this is Death ! but in ita fairest form, > 
And stript of all its terrorH. — That sealed eje 
Tells nothing of the cold and hungry worm 
That holds his revel-feast with cold mortality ! 

Mrs. C. B. Wilson. 


THE LOBD’S DAY. 

How welcome to the saints, when press'd 
With six day’s noise and care and toil, 

Is the returning day of rest, 

Which hides them from the world awhile I 
Now from the throng withdrawn away. 

They seem to breathe a ditfrent air ; 

Compos’d and soften'd by the day, 

All things another aspect wear. 

How happy if their Jot is cast 
Where statedly the gospel sounds? 

The word is honey to their taste, 

Benews their strength, and heals their wounds ! 

Though pinch’d with poverty at home, 

With sharp aiilictlons daily fed, 

It makes amends if they can come. 

To God’s own house for heav’nly bread : 

With joy they hasten to the place, 

Where they their Saviour oft have met ; 

A nd while they feast upon bis grace, 

Their burdens and their griefs forget. 

This favour’d lot, my friends, is ours ; 

May we the privilege improve, 

And find these confecrated hours, 

Sweet earnest of the joys above. 
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We thank thee for thy day, 0 Lord ! 

Here we thy promised presence seek ; 

Open thine hand, with blessings stor’d. 

And give us manna ior the week. 

NeiBion, 


THE SNOW-DROP. 

There is a flower, a fragile flower. 

The first-born of the early spring. 

That sheds its sweets, and blooms its hour. 
Ere summer spreads its azure wing. 

Upon the earth’s pure breast of snow. 

The infant blossoms slowly bend, 
l^ale as the maiden’s cheeks of woe. 

Bereft of every earthly friend., 

I hail thy coming, gentle flower, 

N ot simply that thou cam’st alone : 
Thou’rt welcome to me as the hour 
That shines as those of youth have shone. 
Fair Herald of the blooming year. 

Life's messenger without its stain. 

The promised time ot flowers is near, 

And earth shall yet be green again. 

’Tis thine to tell of joyous spring. 

When earth unlocks its fragrant stores. 
And gentle winds are breathed to bring. 
The wand’ring birds from distant shores. 
Over the world’s deep solitude 
A bright and gladdening smile is cast. 
And if a thought of gloom intrude, 

’Tls of the winter that is past. 
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THE CHRISTIAN PAUPER’S DEATH-BED. 

Tread softly — bow the head— 

In reverent silence bow — 

No passing bell doth toll. 

Yet an immortal soul 
Is passing now. 

Stranger ! however great, 

With lowly reverence bow; 

There's one in that poor shed — 

One by that paltry bed — 

Greater than thou. 

Beneath that beggar’s roof, 

Lo ! Death doth keep his state. 
Enter— no crowds attend— 

Enter— no guards defend 
T/iis palace-gate. 

That pavement damp and cold. 

No smiling courtiers tread; 

One silent woman stands. 

Lifting with meagre hands 
A dying head. 

No mingling voices sound— 

An infant wail alone ; 

A sob suppressed — again 
That short deep gasp, and then 
The parting groan. 

Oh ! change — oh wond’rous change— 
Burst are the prison bars ; 

This moment (Aere, so low, 

So agonised, and now 
Beyond the stars ! 
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Ob ! change— BtupendouB change ! 

There liea the Boulleas clod ; 

The Bun eternal breaks — 

The new. immortal wakes— 

Wakes with his God. 

Mrs, Southey. 


HYMN. 

Thb God of nature and of grace. 

In all hiB works appears ; 

His goodness through the earth we trace. 
His grandeur in the spheres. 

Behold this fair and fertile globe. 

By him in wisdom planned ;* 

’Twas he who girded, like a robe. 

The ocean round the land. 

Lift to the firmament your eye. 

Thither his path pursue ; 

His glory, boundless as the sky. 
Overwhelms the wond'ring view. 

Here on the hills he feeds his herd. 

His Hocks on yonder plains ; 

His praise is warbled by the birds, — 

O could we catch their strains ! 

Mount with the lark, and bear our song 
ITp to the gates of light ; 

Or, with the nightingale, prolong 
Onr numbers through toe night. 

His blessings fhil in plenteous showers. 
Upon the lap of earth. 
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That teems with foliage, fruit, and flowers^ 
And rings with infant mirth* 

Montgomtrf» 


THE SONG OF CHILDHOOD. 

Bonos of my childhood, when 1 trace 
The pastimes of my opening years^ 
Thou stand'st in solitary grace, 

Unchang*4 amid a scene of tears. 

The home so dear in former hours, 
Deserted, frowns in dark neglect. 

And brambles cling around the bowers, 
Which oft with vivid wreaths I deck'd. 
The birds I fed at morn’s first break. 

The flowers I won to early bloom. 

The lute whose tone 1 loved to wake, . 

All share destruction’s chilling doom. 
The gay companions, cherished best ; 

Oh ! where are now that smiling band ? 
Some in their graves forgotten rest. 

Some wither in a foreign land. 

And some beside me coldly pass. 

Amid the world’s tumultuous mart, 
Changed in their features, and alas, 

More changed in feelings and in heart. 
But thou-^sweet song of joyful youth, 

1 meet no change, no gloom in thee, 
Unaltered are thy words of truth, 
Unbroken is thy melody. 

And when in life’s bewildered track, 
Bemembranoe faintly seems to reign, 
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Tby spell can briiij^ my childhood back, 
liL all its brightest spring again. 

Mr», Abdy, 


THE DYING STORM. 

1 AM a feeble, pale, and wea^. 

And my wings are nearly wl*d ! 

1 have catued a scene so dreary, 

1 am glad to quit the world ! 

With bitterness I’m thinking. 

On the evils I have done. 

And to my caverns sinking 
From the coming sun. 

The heart of man will sicken 
In that pure and holy light, 

When he feels the hopes I’ve stricken, 
With an everlasting blight ! 

For widely, in my madness. 

Have I poured abroad my wrath ; 

And changing joy to sadness. 

Scatter’d ruin on my path. 

Earth shudder’d at my motion, 

And my power in silence owns ; 

But the deep and troubled ocean 
O’er my deeds of horror moans ! 

I have sunk the brightest treasures ,* 
I’ve destroy d the fairest form; 

I have sadly fill’d my measure. 

And am no>s a dying storm I 


Anon, 
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THE EVENING HOUR. 

It is an hour of holy hush and calm, 

Of dewy stillness breathing from each vale, 

Of birds* low vesper, and of fragrant balm, 
Borne whispering low upon the twilight gale : 
With faint sound mingled of the distant chime 
Of Sabbath-bell at this calm even-time. 

It is an hour of rest to all the earth : 

The village-hamlet and-its noise are still, 

And hush’d to sleep is childhood’s voice of mirth. 
And nought is heard but the low singing rill ; 
Or voice of bell from yonder ivied tower. 

With sullen'^sound proclaiming the past hour. 

It is an hour when twilight shadows rise» 

And earth and ocean rest beneath the gloom. 
And the first star appears in yonder skies. 
Telling of realms beyond the silent tomb ; 
While night comes on with her lone starry train. 
And the young moon sheds forth her light again. 

It is an hour when holy thoughts arise, 

An hour to bend in still and solemn prayer, 
To call each thought back to those starry skies. 
And view with wonder those bright myriads 
there 

Spread out afar by the same wond’rous power, 
Who gave to man eve's sileiit tranquil hour. 

ArlUs^ 
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THE FIRST WANDERER. 
Crbation’s Heir ! — the first, the last. 

That knew the world his own, 

Y et stood he, ’mid his kingdom vast, 

A fugitive — o’erthrown ! — 

Faded and frail the glorious form. 

And changed the soul within, 

While pain, and grief, and strife, and storm. 
Told the dark secret — bin ! 

Unaided and alone on earth. 

He bade the heavens give ear ; — 

But every star that sang his birth. 

Kept silence in its sphere 
He saw round Eden’s distant steep 
Angelic legions stay ; 

Alas ! they were but sent to keep ' 

His guilty foot away ! 

Then turn’d he reckless to his own. 

The world before him spread : — 

But Nature’s was an altered tone, 

And spoke rebuke and dread. 

Fierce thunder-peal and rocking, gale. 
Answered the storm-swept sea. 

While crushing forests join’d thfe wail. 

And all said — ** Cursed for thee !” 

This, spoke the lion’s prowling roar ;0 
And this, the victim’s cry ; 

This, written in defenceless gore. 

For ever met his eye ! 

And not alone each fiercer power 
Proclaim’d just heaven’s decree ; 

The faded leaf, the' dying flower. 

Alike said — ** Cursed for thee 1” 
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Though mortal, doomed to many a length 
Of life’s now narrow span, 

Sons rose around in pride and strength, — 
They, too, proclaimed the ban ! 

’Twas heard amid their hostile spears ; 

Owri’d in the murderer’s doom : 

Seen in the widow’s silent tears ; 

Felt in the infant's tomb. 

Ask not the wanderer’s after fate. 

His being, birth, or name : 

Enough that all have shared his state, 

That Man is still the same ! — 

Still briar and thorn hia life o’ergrow, 

Still strives his soul within,— 

And pain, and care, and sorrow show 
The same dark secret— sin ! Anofi, 


THE EVENING HYMN. 

How many days, with mute adieu, 

Have gone down yon untrodden sky. 

And still it looks as cl^ar and blue. 

As when at first ’twas hung on high. 

The rolling sun, the frowning cloud, 
T^t drew the lightning in its rear, 

The Sunder tramping deep and loud. 
Have left no foot-mark there. 

The village-bells, with silver chime, 
Come softened by the distant shore ; 

Though 1 have heard them many a time, 
They never rung so sweet before. 
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Jl silence rests upon the hill, 

A list’ning awe pervades the air ; 

The. very flowers are shut, and still, 

And bowed as if in prayer. 

And in this hushed and breathless close. 

O'er earth, and air, and sky, and sea, 

That still low voice, in silence goes. 

Which speaks alone, great God ! of thee. 
The whispering leaves, the far-off brook. 

The linnet’s warble, fainter grown. 

The hive bound bee, the lonely rock, — 

All these their Maker own. 

shine the starry hosts of light. 

Gazing on earth with golden eyes, 
ilright guardians of the sombre niglxt I 
What are ye in your native skies 1 
1 know not ! neither can I know, 

Nor on what leader you attend, 

N or whence ye came, nor whither go, 

Nor what your aim or end. 

1 know they must be holy things. 

That from^a roof so sacred shine. 

Where sounds the beat of angel- wings. 

And footsteps echo all divine. 

Their mysteries I never sought, 

Kor hearkened to what Science tells, 

For, oh ! in childhood 1 was taught. 

That God amidst them dwells. 

The darkening woods, the fading trees. 

The grass hopper’s last feeble sound, 

The dowers .just wakened by the breeze, 

All leave the stillness more profoundi 

j> 
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The twilight takes a deeper shade^ 

The dusky pathways blacker grow, 

And silence reigns in glen and glade ; 

All, all is mute below. 

And other eves as sweet as this, 

Will close upon as calm a day. 

And sinking down the deep abyss. 

Will, like the last, be swept away; 

Until eternity is gained. 

That boundless sea without a shore. 
That without time for ever reigned. 

And will, when time’s no more. 

Now nature sinks in soft repose, 

A living semblance ot the grave ; 

The dew eteals noiseless on the rose, 

The boughs have almost ceased to wave ; 
The silent sky, the sleeping earth, 

Tree, mountain, stream, the humble sod. 
All tell from whom they had their birth. 
And cry, Behold a God !” 

Miller, 


LIFE, DEATH, AND ETERNITY. 

A SHAiJow moving by one’s side. 

That would a substance seem, 

That is, yet is not, — though descried— 
Like skies beneath the strtom : 

A tree that’s ever in the bloom. 

Whose fruit is never ripe ; 

A wish for joys that never come — 
Buch ate the hopes of Life, 
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•A dark, inevitab^ night, 

A blank that will remain ; 

A waiting for the morning light, 

When waiting is in vain : 

A gnlph where pathway never led. 

To show the depth beneath ; 

A thing we know not, yet we dread,— 
That dreaded thing is Death. 

The vaulted void of purple sky, 

That every where extends. 

That stretches from the dazzled eye, 

A space that never ends : 

A morning whose uprisen sun 
No setting e’er shall see ; 

A day that comes without a nooiL«— 

Such is — Eternity. 

Anon, 


stanzas. 

Let there but pass some scores of years, 
And what a change of life appears ! 

We feel no more those youthful joys. 
That rapt, us when we yet were boys. 
Hope^s rosy altar hath been crushed— 
The music of existence hushed ; 

And disappomtment and despair, 

Have filled th^e vacant places there. 
Those kindred ones have passed away, 
That kept the heart m healthful play ; 
And things we never 'dreamt would fad^ 
Lie blasted in oblivion^s shade. 
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The hearth ofliome that 'warmed of old^ 
Hath changed — the embers there are cold, 
And voices dumb for ever grown, 

Whose notes once mingled with our own. 
The forms we loved most dear have gone, 
And here and there some straggling one. 
Alone is left to fill the scene, 

Or tell the soul what once bath been. 

Bagley. 


A VISION OF LIFE. 

Is the morning of life I mark’d the fair boy, 
And loudly he laughed in his childish joy ; 

O’er his open brow fell the clustering hair, 

Care had not traced its furrows there : 

All in the world to him seem’d bright, 

For his step was free, and his heart was light. 
*Twaa noon, and the boy had to manhood grown. 
But the sunny smiles his youth were flown ; 
Thought was stamped on the lofty brow — 
Proud was the glance of the dark eye now. 

Yet, there was that in the heaving breast. 

That told that the heart was ill at rest. 

At even, 1 marked the old man stand, 

With a feeble frame, and a trembling hand ; 
Wrinkled and pale was the forehe|4 high, 
Dimmed was the glance of the s^rkling eye ; 
O’er his furrpwed cheek swept the locks cf snow 
And the old mah’a steps were faint and dow. 
Amidst the long grass of the church-yard lone. 
Half hid by the weeds is a mouldering stone, 
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Roaroe doth tlie traveller stop to gaze 
On the silent record of other days. 

But o*pr the sad tomb the green ivy creeps. 
Where, forgotten by all, the old man sleeps. 

, Anon. 


NONE THEIE END OBTAIN. 

Thr miser has his anguish, 

The merchant weary pain, 

7 he lover long doth languish, 

Yet none their end obtain. 

The toiling farmer soweth, 

The reaper reaps the grain ; 

The traveller forward goeth-- 
Yet none their end ^tain. 

The miser leaves his money, 

The merchant all his care ; 

The lover^ — ^gall and honey— 

For thus it is they fare. 

The farmer in death's furrow. 

Is buried like his grain ; 

The labourer on the morrow 
From labour doth refnun. 

They lie them down to slumber 
Beneath the ohurOh-yard stone, 

With all the woes they number, 
And soon they are unknown. 

And what thus could they follow, 
With such continued quest 1 

What flitting dreams and hollow. 
Thus robbed them of their rest. 
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Power, weaUb, or love, or leiaure, • 
Alone could not be sought ; 
Beyond must be some treasure. 

Some phantom of the thought. 

They sought, — thus truth confesseth, 
But, erring, failed to find, 

What heaven within possesseth— 

The calm and happy mind. 

Jlowitt, 


PEELING. 

Fkelhiq,— what art thoul wherefore wert thou 
given 1 

To be thet^urse, or bliss, of man below ? 

A shining taper sent from kindly heaven. 

To joy and cheer him, 'midst earth’s scenes 
of woe : 

To shed thy genial and softening ray, 

Like sunshine, on his else cold, gloomy way. 

Thou art a mystery : — thy mighty spell 
From nature 6pring8,*~and is unknown to art, 
*Tis potent, quick, and irresistible, — 

As from the deep recesses of the heart 
It springs, and shines within the tear gemmed eye. 
The flushed, or pallid cheek; — the smile or sigh. 

Thou art a monarch ; — for thou boldest sway 
O’er every passion of the human heart, — 
Grief, joy, love, hatred, —all do thou obey 
Each acts subordinate its varied part 
As thou directest ;^so thoh art the cause 
Of all our pleasureSi or of all our woes. 
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And then art lowly, — Beekeet not to dwell 
Among the high-born— and the wealthy great ; 
(Though Borne may strive their vices to conceal, 
With using of thy form ; base counterfeit ;) 
But with the humble and the poor most found. 
Shedding thy halo of affection round. 

Oh ! thou art lovely ; in affection’s hour, 

When car« and sorrow do the soul oppress. 
How holy then !! how beauteous thy power ! 

’Tis like the dew upon the parched grass : 

As, wearing friendship’s form, feeling appears 
To soothe our anguish, and to dry our tears. 

Y et thou dost change — in the spring tide of youth 
Thou rushest with impetuosity, 

Down the full streams of nature anti of truth ; 

Alas ! neglecting to let truth now be 
Thy pilot, how many wreck on error’s sands. 
Which, glittering, snare . young, headstrong, 
heedless bands. 

But as old age creeps on— thou growest calm. 
Thou hast been saddened by the griefs of years ; 
Yet time, that wounds, can also yield a balm ; 

For chastened by its flight, feeling appears 
Like gold, that in the furnace has been tried, 
Kefined from every blemish,— purified. 

Thou givest pleasure ; — oh, how sweet to feel 
The power of love I affection’s silken ties; 
And mark the ways in which thou dost reveal. 
Deep, mutual, glowing, heartfelt sympathies ; 
Dear mling ! there are joys within tljy sphere. 
Sent from above— iie^yen ft^foretaste 
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Thou givesfc pain ; — when from loved friends we 
part. 

Perchance divided by the hand of death ; 

Or, when wo, writhing ’neath the cruel smart 
Of falsehood, treachery, or broken faith ; 

Yet still, with all these pangs thou art a bliss. 
We would not change for stoic’s fancied ease. 

Thou yieldest pleasure, and thou causest pain, 
Would’st be a curse were there no heaven 
above ; 

How sweet to know there is ! — where, met again,, 
Will be thefriends whom here we deeply love ; 
And, feeling, then to purest bliss give birth, 
And rapturous joys, tW are denied to Earth. 

Anon, 


LINES TO A WITHERED ROSE. ' 

Wnv com’st thou thus to me, sweet flower. 
With faded hue and yellow leaf? 

Fit herald of the blighting power, 

Of gloom and grief ! 
i cannot look upon decay, 

Where bloom and beauty once have shed 
Their freshness— and have pass’d away 
And withered. 

But darkest thoughts awake and tell, 

When I am saddest and alone. 

Of beings lov’d, alas ! too well. 

Who now are gone. 

Yet, while that blossom I survey. 

And shahe its leaflets from the stexR. 
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A rising fragrance seems no say — 

“ Mourn not for them. 

" For tho* the great Almighty Trill, 

“ The forms thou lov’d’st from thee has riv’n, 
** Their spirits, like these odours, fill 
" The air of Heav'n.*’ 

Anon. 


THE SPREAD OF THE TRUTH, 

The truth is spreading, let it spread 
On earth from pole to pole ; 

The heavenly word, that wakes the dead. 
And lights the darken’d soul. 

We need not now, with Pilate, a|ik 
What Truth is : Truth divine 

Stands full reveal’d, she wears no mask — 
How bright her features shine ! 

How beauteous on the mountain top. 

Her messengers appear, 

How sweet their very accents drop, 

Upon the ravish'd ear. 

The swelling horn, the lyre and lute. 

Can cheer and charm no more ; 

The trumpet’s thrilling voice is mute. 

The reign of war is o’er. 

Glory to God, still Truth proelaims, 

Peace and good will to men ; 

The light that’s shed from her blest beams, 
Is light that ne’er shall wane. 

’Tie Truth exalts the soul Cf man, 

And frees the rrorld of crime , 
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She makes oiir pea<iant nobler than 
The Kings of olden time. 

Let Christian men in every land 
To spread the Truth unite. 

Approved of heaven, then shall they stand. 
Like angels, qlothed with light. 


PRAYER. 

How purely true, how deeply warm 
The inly-breathed appeal may be, 
Though adoration wears no form. 

In upraised hand or bended knee. 

One Spirit fills all boundless space, 

Ko limit to the when or where ; 

And little recks the time or place 
That leads .the soul to praise and prayer. 
Father above, Alm^hty One, 

Creator, is that worship vain 
That hails each mountain as thy throne. 
And finds a universal fane \ 

When shining stars or spangled sod, 

Call forth devotion, who shall dare 
To blame, or tell me that a God 
Will never deign to hear such prayer ? 
Oh ! prayer is good when many pour 
Their voices in one solemn tone, 
Conning their sacred lessons o’er. 

Or yielding thanks for mercies shown, 
*l?is good to see the quiet train, 

Forget their worldly joy and care. 

While loud response and choral strain 
Ee^echo in the honse of prayer. 
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But ofteu have I stood to mark 
The setting sun and closing floTV^r ; 

Shed holy calmness o'er the hour. 

Lone on the hills my soul confess’d 
More rapt and burning homage there ; 
And served the Maker it address’d, 

With stronger zeal and closer prayer. 

When watching those we love and prize, 
Till all of life and hope be lied ; 

When we have gazed on sightless eyes. 

And gently stay'd the falling head — 
Then what can soothe the stricken breast, 
What solace overcome despair, 

What earthly breathing can impart. 

Such healing balm as lonely prayer? 

When fears and perils thicken fast, 

And many dangers gather round ; 

When human aid is vain and past. 

No mortal refuge to 6e found — 

Then we can firmly lean on Heaven, 

And gather strength to meet and bear, 
No matter where the storm has driven 
A saving anchor lives in prayer. 

Oh, God ! how beautiful the thought, 

How merciful the blest decree. 

That grace can e'er be found when sought. 
And nought shut out the soul from Thee. 
The cell may cramp, the fetters gall. 

The flame may scorch, the rook may tear. 
But torture^stake or prison- wall, 

Can be endured Fitb f&ith and prayer. 
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In desert wilds, and midnight gloom. 

In gi^teful joys and trying pain. 

In laughing youth, or nigh the tomb, 

Oh ! when is prayer unheard in vain ? 
The Infinite, the King of Kings, 

Will ever heed thee when or where. 
He'll ne’er reject a heart that brings, 

The offering of fervent prayer. 

Eliza Cooh, 


THE DEATH OP THE RIGHTEOUS, 

This place is holy ground. 

World, with thy cares away ! 

Silence and darkness reign around. 

But, lo ! the break of day : 

What bright and sudden dawn appears* 
To shine upon this scene of tears 1 
'Tis not the morning light 
That wakes the lark to sing, 

'Tis not a meteor of the night. 

Nor track of angel’s wing ; 

It has an uncreated beam. 

Like that which shone on Jacobis dream. 
Eternity and 
Met for a moment here. 

From earth to heaven, a scale sublime. 
Bested on either sphere, 

Whose steps a saintly figure trod, 

By Death’s cold hand led home to God. 
He landed in our view,’ 

’klidst flaming hosts above, 
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Whose ranks stood silent while he drew, 
Nigh to the throne of love, 

And meekly took the lowest seat. 

Yet nearest his Bedebner's feet. 

Thrill’d with ecstatic awe, 

Entranced our spirits fell, 

And saw — yet wist not what they saw, 
And heard—no tongue can tell; ‘ 
What sounds the ear of rapture caught. 
What glory fill’d the eye of thought. 

Thus, far above the pole. 

On wings of mounting fire. 

Faith may pursue the enfranchised soul. 
But soon her pinions tire ; 

It is not given to mortal man 
Eternal mysteries to scan. 

Behold this bed of death. 

This pale and lovely clay — 

Heard ye the sob of parting breath ? 

Mark’d ye the eye’s last ray 1 
No— life so sweetly ceased td be, 

It lapsed in immorality. 

Bury the dead — and weep 
In stillness o’er the loss ; 

Bury the dead^in Christ they sleep, 

Who bore on earth his cross. 

And from the grave their dust shall rise 
In his own image in ^e skies. 

Montgomery* 
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THE BURIAL. 

*Tis past— that mouldy of heavy hue. 

That backward rolls again, 

Hath closed for ever from our view, 

The form we lately knew 1 
And cold and narrow is the place. 

Where lock'd in death's abhorred embrace. 
That form must still remain ; 

Till nerve and artery, flesh and bone. 

Shall be as dust, and dust alone. 

And is this spot, so damp and dim, 

This dark and cheerless cell, 

Kow the sole resting-place of him 
Beloved so long, so well ? 

Is it not painful hence to steer. 

And think that one so lately dear, 

In such a scene should dwell ? 

His latest garb the sod new prest, 

And the lone worm his only guest. 

How free the peasant's path is made. 
Across this spreading stone — 

As though the bone before him laid 
Were common as his own ! 

Such might they be — but yet the mind^ 
Which t^e cold clay beneath enshrined. 
Was of no vulgar tone ; ‘ 

Hay, it was one whose light should save 
Its owner's memory from the grave. 

The pulse that throbbed at pity's call. 

The hand still stretched to woe. 

The full free heart that felt for aU, 

Sleep motionless below 1 
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That cheek hath lost its ruddy dye. 

And rayless reists that beaming eye, 

Where mirth was wont to glow ! 

All, all, that friendship’s soul could cheer. 
In loneliness must moulder here. 

'Tis sad to mark that skull-decked hearse. 
That solemn pall and plume — 

The slow said prayer, the chaunted verse. 
The coffin and Its gloom 1 
And still what are they? — things of show, 
That shed a borrowed air of woe, 

About the quiet tomb ; 

Mere shadowy emblems, formed to scare 
The pitying spirits lingering there. 

Oh ! if the atheist’s words were true, 

If those we seek to save, t 
—Sink — and in sinking from our view. 

Are lost beyond the grave 1 
If life thus closed— ^how dark and drear. 
Would this bewildered earth appear, 

Scarce worth the dust it gave. 

A tract of black sepulchral gloom. 

One yawning, ever opening tomb. 

Blest be that strain of high belief, 

More heaven like, more sublime. 

Which says, that souls that part in grief. 
Part only for a time I 
That far beyond this speck of pain. 

Far o’er the gloomv Rave’s domain, 

There spreads a brighter clime. 

Where care ahd toil, and trouble o’er. 
Believers meet to p^t no more. 

Thomas Furlong, 
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THE VILLAGE CHURCH- YAED. 

What a varying scene ih a village ohnrch-yard> 
How solemn^ how sad, then how gay ; 

How oft has the mourner wept o’er its Bod| 

How ott has the foot of the mirthful trod 
Its paths on a festive day ! 

’Tis the Sabbath morn, and the pealing bell 
Tolls deep from the ivied tower ; 

While the oaken porch and the neighbouring yew - 
Are throng’d by the crowds who attend to renew 
Their rows at that sacred hour. 

With that holy calm, that composure of soul> 
Which is joy though devoid of mirth ; 

With devotion diffusing sweet peace through 
the breast, 

They hail the return of the day of rest, ' 

Which to them is a heaven on earth. 

It is eveniriff— and now from the turret grey 
Tolls forth a more solemn sound 
And I see in the distance a funeral train. 

As they silently move o’er the village plain^ 

To the gate of the hallowed ground. 

It was lately I stood by a sister’a^p^ve, 

My heart has not ceased to feel ; 

I follow’d her corse to its lowly cell, 

1 Wept as I listen’d her funeral kneU — 

There was anguish in its peal. 

And now as I join with the sorrowing band, 

1 can hear the low bursting sigh ; 

’Tis the moment the beadtiful prayer has been 
said, 
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And tlie earth has been closed o*er the loT*d 
one dead — 

How deep is the agony ! 

But the evening is passed, and the monmers are 
gone, 

And the nioon rises smiling and gay ; 

And now, oh how changed is the village green. 
How changed is the church-yard where s^ness 
had been, 

On the eve of the Sabbath-day ! 

On the pathway that leads to the oaken porch. 
Young maidens have strewn fresh flowers ; 
And lightly steps o’er them the beautiful bride, 
With the innocent gayness of rural pride, 

As blithe as in childhood’s hours. 

And now the old tower rings a merfy peal, 

And in many a heart there is mirth ; 

But a sigh will arise, though 1 smile on the 
maid. 

As 1 turn to the spot where so lately was laid. 
That corse in its cold, cold earth. 

For oh ! what is life? — ^'tis a varying scene. 

Like a chuTch<yard, from solemn to gay : 

Ai)^ religion alone can diffuse through the 
whole. 

That devotional calm, which each woishippaiVi 
soul, 

Enjoyed on that Sabbath-day. 

Anm. 


» 
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HYMN OF THE UNIVERSE. 

\ 

PARAPHRASED FROM GOETHE. 

Roll on, thou Bun ! for ever roll, 

Thou giant, rushing through the heaven^ 
Creation’s wohder, nature’s soul ! 

Thy golden wheels by angels driven ; 

The planets die without thy blaze. 

And cherubim with star-dropt wing. 
Float in thy diamond sparkling rays. 

Thou brightest emblem their King ! 

Roll, lovely Earth ! and still roll on. 

With ocean’s azure beauty bound : 

While one ^eet star, the pearly moon, 
Pursues thee through the blue profound ; 
And angels with delighted eyes. 

Behold thy tints of mount and stream. 
From the high walls of Paradise ; 

Swift whirling like a glorious dream. 

Roll, Planets ! on your dazzling road. 

For ever sweeping round the sun ; 

What eye beheld when first ye glow’d ? 

What eye shall see your courses done ? 
Roil in your solemn majesty. 

Ye deathless splendours of the skies ! 
High altars, from which angels see 
The incense of creation rise. 

Boll Comets ! and ye million Stars ; 

Ye that through boundless nature roam ; 
Ye monarbhs on your flame- wing’d cars ! 
Tell UB i& what mote glorious dome^ 
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What orb to which your pomps are dim* 

What kingdom but by angel trod — 

Tell us .where swells tb,e eternal hymn 
Around his Throne— where dwells your God. 


PASSING AWAY. 

I ASKED the stars in the pomp of night, 

Gilding its blackness with crowns of light, 
Bright with beauty and girt with power. 
Whether eternity were not in their power? 

And dirgedike music stole from their spheres. 
Bearing this messagi to mortal ears : 

We have no light that has not been given. 

We have no strength but shall soon be riven. 
We have no power wherein man may trusty 
Like him are we, things of time and dust ; 

And the legend we blazon with beam and ray, 
And the songs of our silence are — Passing away. 

We shall fade in our beauty the fair and bright. 
Like lamps that have served for a festival night; 
We shall fall from our spheres, the old and 
strong. 

Like rose leaves swept by the breeze along ; 
Though worshipped as Gods in the olden day. 
Wo shall be like a vain dream— Passing away.” 
From the stars of heaven, and the flowers of earth. 
From the pageant of power, and the voice of 
mirth. 

From the mists of mom and the mountain’s brow, 
From ohiMhoed’aaeng, and affection’s vow, 
From all, i^ave that o’er which the soul bears s way, 
Breathes but one ]:eoortl<-*PasBinK away- 
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Passing away, —sing the breeze and rill, 

As they sweep on their course by vale and hill : — 
Through the varying spenes of each earthly 
clime, 

’Tis the lesson of nature, the voice of time — 
And man at last, like his fathers grey^ 

Writes in his own dust,— 'Passing away. 

Mist Jswthwy^ 


HOPES OF IMMORTALITY. 

0 what wste life. 

Even in the warm and summer light of joy. 
Without those hopes that, like refreshing gales 
At evtningtfrom the sea, come o'er the soul, 
Bresrtlied from the ocean of eternity? 

—And oh J without them who coiud bear the 
storins 

That fall, in roaring blaokneas, o'er the waters 
Of agitated life ! Then hopes arise, 

All round our sinking soul, like those fair 
birds 

O’er whose soft plumes the tempest hath no 
power. 

Waving their snow-white wings amid the dark- 
ness. 

And wiling us with gentle motion, on 
To some calm island ! on whose silvery strand 
Dropping at once, they fold their silent plnionsf. 
And as we touch the shores of paradise. 

In loye and boauiy walk mvm our feet ! 
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HYMN: 

AfTXB TBI^ SAOaAXXBT. 

THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD— psalm xxiii. 

Israel’s shepherd ! ^de me^ feed me^ 
Through my pilgrimage below ; 

And beside the waters lead me. 

Where thy flocks rejoicing go. 

Gould 1 wander, fear disdaining. 

Could I quit the sheltering fold t 
Heedless ot thy grace constraining. 

In the strenglh of nature told ? 

No ! thy pardoning presence ever, 
Meekly kneeling I implore ; 

I have found thee, and would never— 
Never wander from thee more 1 
O how sweet, how comfortable. 

In the wilderness to see, 

Such provision, such a table, 

Spread for sinners ; y^, for me. 

There thy bounty still partaking. 

Bread and consecrated wine ; 

Freely all things else forsaking, 

1 behold the Saviour mine ; 

In that bruised body, broken — 

In the shedding of that blood : 

What a moiouB pledge, and token, 
Lord! we have for every good. 

Comq, my soul I temptations flying. 

Arm thee for ^e strife within j 
Jesus, thy Bedeemer, dying. 

Stamps an inlEamy on sin ; 
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Yield my heart t no longer harden’d ; 

Kouse thy every latent power ; 

Cleans’d and wash’d^ and freely pardon’d^ 
" Go in peace I and sin no more.” 


A HYMN, 

FOR CHRISTMAS DAY.— by judom malb a. Ds 1C60- 

And art thou come, dear Saviour 1 Hath thy 
love 

Thus made thee stoop, and leave thy throne 
above 

The lofty heavens, nnd thus thyself to dress 
In dust, to visit mortals 1 Could no less 
A condescedaion serve? — And after all, 

The mean reception of a cratch*— a stall 1 
Bear Lord, I'll fetch thee thence. I have a room, 
’Tis poor, but ’tis my best; if thou wilt come 
Within BO poor a cell, where I would fain. 
Mine, and the world’s Bedeemer entertain — 

1 mean my heart : 'tis filthy J confess ; 

And will not mend thy lodging. Lord, unless 
Thou send before thy harbinger— I mean 
Thy pure and purging grace, to inake it; clean 
And sweep its inmost comers ; then I'll try 
To wash it also with a weeping eye. 

And when ’tis swept and washed, I then will go 
And with thy leave, I’ll fetch some fiowers that 
grow 

In thine own garden — Faith and Love to thee. 
With these I’ll dress it up, and these shall be 

* Cratch is an old word for manger. 



FLOWERS OF POETRY. 


11 


My Bosemary and Bays : yet when my best 
Ib done, the room’s not fit for such a guest. 

But here’s the euro — thy j^resmee, Lord, alone^ 
Will make the stall a court — the cratch a throne* 


THE DAY OP WRATH. 

Tee day of wrath ! — that dreadful day, 

When heaven and earth shall pass away, 
What power shall be the sinner’s stay 1 
Whom shall he trust that dreadful day ] 

When shrivelling like a parched (-croil, 

The flaming heavens together roll ; 

When, louder yet, and yet more dread, 
Swells the high trump that wakas the dead. 

Oh, on that day, that wrathful day, 

When man to judgment wakes fro clay, 

Be thou, 0 Christ, the sinner’s stay. 

Though heaven and earth shall pass away 1 

Walter Scott* 


THE WOKDEBS OP REDEEMING LOVE. 

He roll’d the seas, he spread the skies, 

Made valleys sink, and mountains rise. 

The meadows clothed with native green. 

And bade the rivers glide between. 

But what are seas, or skies, or hills, 

Or verdant vales, or gliding rills 1 
To wonders, man was bom to prove, 

The wonders of redeeming love. 
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'Tia far above what words express. 

What saints can feel, or angels guess ; 

Angels that hymn th^ great I AM, 

Attune their harps to praise the Lamb. 

JIari. 


PEAYER. 

Therx is an eye that never sleeps, 

Beneath the wing of night ; 

There is an ear that never shuts. 

When sinks the beam of light. 

There is an arm that never tires. 

When human strength gives way ; 

There is a love that never fails. 

When earthly loves decay. 

That eye is fixed on seraph throngs ; 

That ear is fill’d with angels’ songs ; 
That arm up|||^ldB the world on high ; 
That love IS throned beyond the sky. 

But there’s a power which man can wield^ 
When mdrtal aid is vain ; — 

That eye, that arm, that love to reach* - 
That listening ear to gain. 

That power is Prayer, which soars on high. 
And teeds on bliss beyond the sky I 


AtLon» 
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THE KUINS. 

I’tb seen the infoufi cheek all pale. 
And heard the mother's bitter wail 
Around her cradled dead ; 

’Twafi passing pitiful to view 
This wither'd flower, with all the dew 
Of morning on its head. 

I've seen the hopeful eye of youth. 
Closed by the bony hand uncouth, 

Of unrelenting death. 

That eye which wandered far, and saw 
On every path bright pleasures grow, 
Not thought them things of breath. 
I’ve seen the boast of manhood's might. 
Shrink in disease's killing blight, 

Into a pallid shade. 

1 griev'd to see such vigour fail, 

And wondered that one passing gale 
Should leave it so low laid. 

I've seen the hoary-heade^ man, 

With feeble footsteps cross his span, 
And totter to the tomb. 

Some years ago his lamp wm bright, — 
But as if snone with borrowed light. 

It faded into gloom. 

I've seen fair beauty's roses die. 

And the sparkle of the eye. 

Which dazzled where it ran. 

I’ve seen the young, the gay, the brave, 
A heap ot ruin in the grave. 

The heritage of man. 
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IVo Been the intellectual fire 
Glow ominous, and then expire 
Into an Idiot^s spark ; 

That tire whose bright and rapid ray, 
Would dart beyond the sphere of day, 

And dwell with mysteries dark. 

Tve seen the mouldering tower and dome, 
And heard the moaning night wind roam 
The aisles all damp and drear — 

Those venerable aisles where erst 
The voice of pealing music burst 
Upon the ravish’d ear. 

I’ve seen a voiceless waste of death, 

Lie rotting in the stagnant breath 
Of pestilential air. 

Once on this waste a city rose — 

The Queen of earth — the world’s applause — 
Proud Babylon was there ! 

I’ve seen the realms where tyrant sway 
Freezes all life into dismay, 

And chains the freeborn mind. 

Those realms onoebloom’din freedom’ssmile, 
Here glory fiourished for a while, 

Here sciences refined. 

I’ve heard the infideFs last sigh, 

And seen incarnate misery die, 

Into a living death. 

His days were loud with vaunting glee, 
And full of horrid blasphemy, 

He breathed his final breath. 
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We moum o’er mined things of clay, 
But what are trifles of a day 
To immortality 1 . 

’^is ruin in the wildest flash, 

The blackest night, the loudest crash. 
Of one Eternity ! 

Jabei CoU* 


THE HAPPY MAK. 

He is the happy man, whose life e’en now 
Shows somewhat of that happier life to come ; 
Who, doom’d to an obscure but tranquil state. 

Is pleas'd with it, and were he free to choose, 

W ould make his fate his choice ; whose peace the 
fruit 

Of virtue, and whose virtue, fruit ot faith. 
Prepare for happiness ; bespeak him one 
Content indeed to sojourn while he must 
Below the skies, but having iAere his home, 

The world o’erlooks him in her busy search 
Of objects, more illustrious in her view ; 

And occupied as earnestly as she. 

Though more sublimely, he overlooks the world, . 
She scorns his pleasures, forshe knowsthem not ; 
He seeks not her’s for 'he has prov’d them vain. 
He cannot skim the ground like summer birds 
Pursuing gilded flies ; and such he deems 
Her honours, her emoluments, her joys. 
Therefore, in contemplation is his bliss. , 

Whose pow*r is such, that whom she lifte from 
earth, 

She makes familiar ^th a heaven unseen. 

And shows him gloides yet to be reveal’d. 

CowptT, 
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THE GRAVES OF A HOUSEHOL0. 

Test grew in beautj; Bide bj side, 

They fill'd one home with glee — 

Their graves are sever’d far and wide. 

By mount, and stream, and sea ! 

The same fond mother bent at night, 

0*er each fair sleeping brow ; 

She had esoh folded flower in sight — 
Where are those dreamers now 1 

One, ^midst the forests of the west. 

By a dark stream, is laid ; 

The Indian knows his place of rest, 

Faf in the cedar shade. 

The sea, {he. blue lone sea, hath one. 

He lies where pearls lie deep ; 

He was the lov’d of all, yet none 
O'er his low bed may weep. 

One Bl^eeps where southern vines are dress'd 
Above the noble slain, 

He wrapt his colours round his breast. 

On a plood-red field of Spain. 

And one— o'er W the myrtle showers 
Its leaves, by soft winds fann’d, 

She faded 'mid^t Italian flowers. 

The Ust of that bright band. 

And parted thus, they rest, who play'd 
Beneath the same green tree, 

Whose voices mingled ae they pray'd 
ground one parent knee \ 
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They tl]iat with smiles lit up the hall. 

And cheer’d with song the hearth — 

Alas for love if ihov, wert all, 

And' nought beyond, on ea^h ! 

Mr$, Hemanirn 

HUMAN LIFE. 

What is life 1 — ^"tis all a vapour ; 

Soon it vanishes away ; 

Life is like a dying taper ; 

Oh, my soul, why wish to stay 1 
Why not spread thy wings and fly 
Straight to yonder world on high I 

See that glory, how resplendent I 
Brighter far than fanc^ painta. 

There, in majesty transcendent 1 
Jcsas reigns, the king of saints. 

Spread thy wings, my soul, and fly 
Straight to yonder world of joy. 

Joyful crowds his throne surroundings 
Sing with rapture of his love. 

Through the heavens his praises sounding. 
Filling all the oourts above. 

Spread thy wings, my soul, and fly 
Straight to yonder world of joy. 

Go and share his people’s glory ; 

Iflldst the ransom'a crowd appear : 

Thinp a joyful wond’rous story. 

One that angels love to hear. 

Spre^ thy wings^ my soul, and fly 
Straight to yonofir WQXli of joy. 
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THE PLACE OP REST. 

Brother, thou art gone before us. 

And thy saintly soul is flown. 

Where tears are wiped from every eye. 
And sorrow is unknown. 

Prom the burthen of the flesh, 

And from care and fear released. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling. 
And the weary are at rest. 

The toilsome way thou’st travelled o’er. 
And borne the heavy load. 

But Christ h^ taught thy languid feet, 
To reach his blest abode ; 

Thoii'rt slee^ng now, like Lazarus 
Upon his Father’s breast, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, 
And the weary are at rest. 

Sin can never taint thee now, 

Nor doubt thy faith assail, 

Kor thy meek trust in Jesus Christ, 

And the Holy Spirit fail : 

And there thou’rt sure to meet the good. 
Whom on, earth thou lovedst best, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 
And the weary are at rest. 

, ** Earth to earth,” and dust to dust,” 
The solemn priest hath said, 

So we lay the turf above thee now, 

And we seal the narrow bed. 

But tby spirit, brother, soars away 

Among the faithful blesti 
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Where the wicked ce^se from troubling, 
And the weary are at rest. 

Mihnan, 


THE HOUR OF PRAYER. 

Child, amidst the hour of play. 
While the red light fades away ; 
Mother, with thine earnest eye. 

Ever following silently ; 

Father, by the breeze of eve, 

Called thy harvest work to leave ; 
Pray ! — ere yet the dark hours be, 

Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

• 

Traveller, in the stranger’s land. 

Far from thine own household band; 
Mourner, haunted by the tone 
Of a voice from this world gone; 
Captive, in whose narrow cell 
Bunshine has not leave to dwell ; 
Sailor, on the darkening sea, 

Lilt the heart, and bend the knee. 

Warrior, that from battle won, 
Breathest now at set of sun ; 

Woman, o’er the lowly sjaip. 

Weeping on his burial pls^in ; 

Ye that triumph, ye that sigh. 
Kindred by the hely tie ; 

Heaven’s Hret star alike ye see — 

Lift the heart flnd bend the knee. 
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THE S4BBATH. 

Lord of the Sabbath ! hear hb pray, 

In this thy house, on this thy day ; 

Accept, as grateful sacrifice. 

The songs which from thy temple rise. 

Now met to pray and bless thy name, 
Whose mercies show each day the same, 
Whose kind compassion never cease ; 

We seek instruction, pardon, peace. 

Thine earthly Sabbath, Lord ! we love ; 
But there’s a nobler rest above : 

OIl that.we might that rest attain, 

Frmn sin, from sorrow, and from pain ! 

In thy bless’d kingdom we shall be. 

From every mortal trouble free ; 

No sighs shall mingle with the songs. 
Resounding from immortal tongues. 

No rude alarms of raging foes. 

No cares to break the long repose. 

No midnight shade, no clouded sun. 

But scared, high, eternal noon. 

O long expected day, begin ! 

Dawn on this world of woe and sin ; 

Fidn would we leave this weary road. 

To sleep in death, and rest in God. 

JhMridge^ 
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A SUMMER EVENING. 

llow fine has the day been, how bright was the 
. Bun, 

How lovely and joyful the course that he run. 
Though he rose in a mist when his race he begun. 
And there followed some droppings of rain ! 
But now the fair traveller’s come to the west. 
His rays are all gold, and his beauties are best ; 
He paints the sky gay as he sinks to his rest, 
And foretels a bright rising again. 

J ust such is the Christian ; his course he begins. 
Like the sun in a mist, when he mourns for his 
sins, 

And melts into tears ; then he breaks out and 
shines, 

And travels his heavenly way ; 

Bat when he comes nearer to finish his race. 
Like the fleeting sun, he looks richer in grace. 
And gives a sure hope at the end of his days, 

Ot rising in brighter array. 


THE OCEAN. 

Roll on, thou dark and deep blue ocean— roll I 
Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain ; 
Man marks the e^rth with niin — his control 
Stops with the shore ; upon the watery plain 
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain 
A shadow of man’s ravage, save his own ; 
When, for a moment, like a drop of rain, 

He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan, 
Without a grave, unkaell'd, uncoifin'd, and un- 
knoi^. 
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Thou glorious mirror^ where the Almight/s 
form, 

Glasses itself in temp^ts; in all time, 

Calm or convulsed — in breeze, in gale, or storm, 
loing the pole, or in the torrid clime 
Bark-heaving; — boundless, endless, and 
sublime, 

The im^e of Eternity — the throne 
Of the invisible ; even from out thy slime 
The monsters of the deep are made; each zone 
Obeys thee, thou goest forth, dread, fkthomless, 
alone. 

Byron. 


THE NEW YEAR. 

A TBAR-^ another year— has fled I 
Here let me rest awhile, 

As they who stand around the dead. 

And watch the funeral pile ; 

This year whose breath has pass’d away. 
Once thrill’d with life, with hope was gay f 

What this new-waking year may rise. 

As yet, is hid from me ; 

’Tis well, a veil, which mocks our eyes. 
Spreads o’er the days to be : 

Such foresight who, on earth would eraye. 
Where knowledge is not power to save 1 
^t may be dark — a rising storm, 

To blast, with lightning wing, 

The bliss which oheers^the joys that warn ! 

It mar be doom’d to bring 
The wish that 1 hare rear’d as znine, 
jh yiotini to an early j^ine t ^ 
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But— be thou fair or dark— my breast 
Its hope mil not forego : 

Hope’ll rainbow neTer shineB so blest^ 

As on the clouds Of woe : 

And, seen with her soul-cheering light, 
Even affliction’s waves look bxignt ! 

But I must steer my bark of life 
Towards a deathless land;, 

Hor need it fear the seas of strife. 

May it but reach the strand. 

Where all is peace, and angels come. 

To take the outworn wanderer home ! 

Anon* 


TO A WITHERED ROSE. 

Poor withered Rose ! there was an hour. 
When all thy tints were fresh and fair. 
When midst the dew-enamell’d bower, 

Thy fragrance left its sweetness there ! 
But now of all thy hues bereft. 

Thy opening buds and leaflets green. 
Thou scarce bast now a vestige left, 

To tell, alas ! what thou hast been. 
And such is life,— we bloom awhile. 

And madly count each pleasure new. 
When youth can each dark hour beguile. 
And gild each thought with tinsel hue. 
But thou, mute emblem, — thou shalt shed 
Upon my breast thy ling’ring bloom ; 
And thou shalt speak as from the dead. 
And thou shalt tell me of the tomb. 
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And when mirth hurries mo away, 

When pleasure’s witching arts preTail, 
Then thou ehalt tell me of decay. 

And whisper soft thy silent tale. 

Anon. 


WORLD, ADIEU ! 

BY THE REV. I. COBBIN, A. M. 

AH PEBDONNA.'* 

World, adieu I I see thee dying, 

Fast as rapoura on the wind. 

All thy consolations dying, 

Leavit^ not a wreck behind ; 

Fools may love thee. 

But above thee, 

I would bliss substantial find. 

If thou new BO oft deceive me. 

When I may detect the cheat. 

Thou would’st of all hopes bereave me, 
When on life’s last verge we meet ; 
Never, never. 

False deceiver. 

Would 1 more thy smilings greet. 

There’s a world where all is pleasure. 
Which Time’s changes ne'er decay ! 
There are blessings without measure. 
Pure as light, and glad as day 1 
That desiring. 

Thus aspiring, 

1 would breathe xoy life away. 
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MBJaCY. 

What is mercy? *Tia a dream 
Flowing from the fount above ; 

’Tia the attribute of Him^ 

All whose works and ways are love. 
What is mercy % ’Tis a tide, 

Bolling with majestic force. 
Beaching far and spreading wide^ 
With salvation in its course. 

What is mercy ? *Tia a beam 
From the uncreated sun. 

Darting, with celestial gleam. 
Through a world by sin undone. 

What is mercy ? ’Tis a blaze. 
Bright, insufferably bright. 
Scattering its benignant rays 
O'er the gloomy shades of night. 
What is mercy ? *Tis a hope. 
Which, in spite of evep^ fear. 

Bears the sinking spirits up. 

And torbids the rising tear. 

What is mercy 1 'Tis in death 
All our conffdence and stay. 

While the last and lingering breath, 
OkiOb the tenement of clay. 

What will mc^roy be at last, 

But the theme of ceaseless joy. 
When the memory of the past 
Bhall our future songs employ ? 
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Thus, while here on earth we roTe^ 
Mercy lights up all the way. 

Till we reach the. olimes above. 
Where she shines without decay. 
Trevor Square. JE, D. 


THB GLOW-WOEM* 

When on some balmy breathing night of spring 
The happy child, to whom the world is new, 
Pursues the evening moth of mealy wing. 

Or from the heath-bell shakes thesparkling dew. 
He sees before his inexperienced eyes, 

The brilliant glow-worm like a meteor shine 
On the turf-bank; surprised and pleased, he cries, 
*'Star of the dewy grass ! Ill make thee mine.” 
Then, ’ere hesleeps collects the moistened flower. 
And bids soft leaves the glittering prize unfold; 
And dreams that fairy lamps ilium his bower : 

But in the morning, shudders to behold 
His shining treasure viewlefH as the dust 
So fade* 9 the worlds bright joyi to cold and 
blank dugutU 


GOODRICH CASTLE. 

And thou prhad Goodrich, changed and worn, 
Hy time, and hse, and tempest totn, 

Ttill stand’st thou by that lovely stream, 
Though pass'd thy glory like a dreun; 
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Stand’st like a monitor to say 
How nature lives ’midst art’s decay ; 
Or, like a spectre, haunting yet 
The sj^t where all its joys were set. 


Time hallowed pile ! no more, no more, 
Thou hear’st the hostile cannon roar ; 

No more bold chiefs thy drawbridge chase ; 
N 0 more the valiant man thy towers ; 

No more the lovely grace thy bowers ; 

Nor bright eyes smile o’er the guitar; 

Nor tntmpets stir bold hearts to war. 

The falling meteor o’er thee shoots ; 

The dull owl in thy chambers hoots ; 

Now doth the creeping ivy twine, 

Where once bloomed rose and eglantine ; 
And there, where once in rich auray. 

Met lords, and knight, and ladies gay. 

The bat is clinging to those walls, 

And the fox nestles in those halls. 


TIME MISIMPROVED. 

As o’er the past my memory strays. 
Why heaves the secret sigh ? 

’Tis that 1 monrn departed days, 

Still unprepared, to die. 

The world, and worldly thinffl, beloved^ 
My ansiouB thoughts employed ; 
While time unhallow’d, un&nprov*4, 
Presents a featf id ^Toid. 
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Yet, holy Father, wild despair 
Chase from this labouring breast : 

Thy grace, it is, which prompts the prayer ; 
That grace can do the rest. 

My life’s best remnant all be thine ; 

And when thy sure decree, 

Bids me this fleeting breath resign, 

O speed my soul to thee ! 

BUhop Middleton. 


DIALOGUE BETWEEN THE BODY AND 
THE SPIEIT. 

BODY. 

Spirit ! 1 feel that thou 
Wilt soon depart, 

This body is too weak longer to bold 
The immortal part. 

The ties of earth are loosening — 

They will break ; 

And thou — even as a joyous bird. 

Thy flight wilt tike 
To the eternal world. 

Say, spirit, say ! 

Wilt thou return again? once more illume 
My house of clay ? 

Or must this body, which has been to thee 
A temple and a dwelling place. 

Perish for ever, and forgotten be ? 

' SPIBJT. 

Yes ! I must leave thee,-r- 
J 1 ^ longing 
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For the eommunion of those blessed ones 
Within the courts of heaven ; 

Who tune their golden harps 
To the’ eternal praise of Him, who gives 
That home above 

Which they have gained, and which I would, 
Through Him who came to prove 
That “ God is love.** 

And by him too, I know that thou 
My eartlily tenement. 

Within the dust must lie, 

And there turn to oorruptioxif 
Even as the seed doth die 
To be revived again ; 

Death hath no power o’er the soulf 
For Christ hath conquer’d — 

The grave cannot retain its victims. 

When Jle cries—" Come forth !” 

Then I return to Thee — 

The victory is gained — 

For " Christ hath made me free.’* 


"HOW CAN YOU CALL ME POOBr* 

How can’st thod call me poor 1 aU things are 
mine ; 

Whate’er 1 ask, my God replies, " ’tis thine,'* 

** The world, life, death, things present, things 
to come 

Such is my store in Christ ; a countless sum ! 
The world may think me poor; so 1 think them; 
Their treasures I, my riohes ccmtemm 
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They have their good things %ovj ; for mine I 
wait; 

How worthless theirs at best : the least of mine 
how great ! 

Anon» 

BIRTH DAT ODE. 

TO JOHN THORI^TON. 

As the gun*s alarming noise 
Affrights the gentle warbling thrush, 

Dnves her from her fav’rite bush. 

And silenees her voice ; 

Yet her fears she’ll soon forget. 

When she finds a new retreat 
And try to sing again : 

Thus of late a heavy stroke. 

All my Joys to pieces broke, 

And fiird my heart with pain : 

But the Lord’s command, Be still/ 

Bows my spirit to his will, 

Bids me in his name be strong, 

Calls me to resuml|^y song. 

This first renew’d attempt is due, 

My much esteemed friend, to you. 

Though far from my beloYed home. 

Tea, &ould I round creation roam. 

Where’er I am, where’er I come, 

Your name, engraven on my breast, 

1 trust by Jesu’s hand imprest, 

1 shall fhr ev^r wear. 

Yes, he has made us one in heart. 

And 1 well pleased shall bear a part. 

In all your j6y and care. 
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To-morrow I ahall watch the mom. 

And mark with prayer and praise the day. 
When first you drew your breath : 

O 1 what a blessing to be born, 

Heir to a life without decay. 

Born not to feed on man's applause. 

Or blood o’er mammon’s sordid hoard ; 

But to promote the Saviour’s cause. 

And bring up children for the Lord. 

This, this is life ; for such a birth, 

Here’s joy in heaven, and joy on earth. 

Yet had you not been bom again. 

Sure your first birth had been but vain, 
And all your portion sin and pain : 

But in the annals of the skies 
Your name was writ of old, . 

And the great Shepherd’s watchful eyes. 

And everlasting arms. 

Long before him you knew. 

Presided over you. 

To shield you from all harms, 

And guide you to 1^ fold. [youth 
Through tender childhood, snare encircled 
His wisdom, mercy, providence, and truth. 
Secured you from impending death, 

And mark’d unseen your dubious path; 

At length the happy moment came. 

When he reveal’d his glorious name. 

And claim'd you for his own. 

Since, then, he has been always near. 
Crowning with goodness every year. 

And yet a little While, 

Par out of reach of Satan, sin, and toil, 
He’ll place you near hii throne. 
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These happy prospects your birth-day affords, 
The oomfbrt yours, the praise be all the Lord’s, 
If you look hachf how pleasing the review 
Of all the scenes his hand has brought you through 
Or look aroundf how sweet domestic life. 

How blest in sous, in daughters, in a wife : 
Wealth, with a heart to use it as a trust, 

Free from the fool’s parade and miser’s thirst. 
On all, a blessing visibly descends. 

That speaks the favour of the best of friends. 
But faith’s keen eye can but in part explore 
The op’uing prospect if you look h^ore. 

Bee the white robe, the conqueror’s palm, 

The crown of life, the harp of gold, 

Await each humble follower of the Lamb, 

And joys wj^ich never tarnish, or grow old. 

To-morrow, when your family you meet. 

Each face will undissembled pleasure srear. 
Each tongue, heart taught, with gratulation 
sweet. 

Will hail your entrance on another year. 

And 1 in spirit shall be with you there. 

Allied in grace, tho’ not in blood, 

1 claim and offer such a love. 

As only near relations know. 

Born of one Spirit from above 
One is our common father, God, 

And from one fountain all our comforts flow, 
’Tis not in names or party walls. 

Such flriendship’s influence to confine. 

See bigotry, proud monster, falls 
Before the power of love ^vine. 

Saviour, may this love increase ; 

With growing knowledge, comfort, peace, 
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Bless my beloved friend; 

May be and bis, and I and mine, 

Serve tbee on eartb, then meet and join 
In pmse, that ne’er sball end. 

John Newlorii 


EPITAPH ON AN INFANT. 

ROMANS V. 14. 15— 16. 

Hbeb sweetly sleep awbile, blest babe, tby sun 
In baste bath set, tby race of suffering done ; 

A stranger to tby great Creator’s name — 
Unknown to thee tby glorious Saviour’s fame. 
Nor faith, nor hope, nor love, nor other grace, 
Within tby infant bosom held their place. 

No power badst thou to shed one contrite tear, 
One duteous act perform, or lisp one prayer. 
But not in vain thy life ! Thou hast not sown. 
Yet the rich harvest reapest as thy own : 

Thou bast not fought, but thou hast won the 
prixe. 

Hast never borne the cross, yet gain’d the skies. 
E’en guilt was thine, of Adam’s guilty race ; 
Yet such the FatheV’s love — the Saviour’s grace, 
That Father’s love hath turn'd thy night t^ day, 
That Saviour’s blood hath washed thyj^uilt away ; 
Clothed in his robe of righteousness divine, 
Peace, freedom, life, and endless joys are thine. 
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APPEAL OP THE BLIKD. 
tSuTig hy a number of Boys in a Blind* Asylum, 

Yb see the gloriona sun 
The Yaried landscape light, 

The moon, with all her starry train. 

Illume the arch of night, 

Bright tree, and bird, and flower. 

That deck your joyous way. 

The face of kindred and of friend. 

More fair, more dear than they. 

For us there glows no sun. 

No green and flowery lawn : 

Our raylesB darkness hath no moon, 
Our^midnight knows no dawn ; 

The parent's pitying eye, 

To all our sorrows true. 

The brother’s brow, the sister’s smile. 
Have neTer met our view. 

We have a lamp within, 

That knowledge fain would light. 

And pure Beligion’s radiance touch, 

• With beams for ever bright. 

Bay, shall it rise to share 
Buoh radiance full and free 1 
And will ye keep a Saviour’s charge. 

And cause the blind to see ] 

Mrs, Sigourney, 
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THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL* 

Why, nay soul with trembling fear? 
Wouid'st thou linger always here ? 

Dost thou love thy prison so 1 
"Wilt thou never wish to go? 

Look beyond this earthly frame : 

Rise, 0 rise ; immortal flame 1 

Rise, my soul ; triumphant sing ; 

“ Where, 0 death, thy painful sting? 
Where, 0 grave, thy dreadful power. 

Since that great and awful hour, 

When the Son of God arose, 

And did heaven itself disclose ? 

Pains and sorrow now adieu ; ‘ 

Once I sunk oppress’d by you. 

Now the world of light appears, 

1 have done with carnal mars. 

Quickly shall 1 haste away, 

And enjoy eternal day. 

Loved companion of my soul. 

Thou must sink in earth awhile ; 

There, all mingled with the clay. 

Thou must wait the judgment day: 

Then the trumpet’s awful sound, 

Shall awake thee from the ground. 

Listen — now the heav’nly choirs. 

Strike aloud their golden lyres. ^ 

Hark ! they call thee to arise. 

And with them ascend the skies. 

View no more this transient scene. 

Come with us to joy serene. 
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THE WANDEKING HARPEE* 

His way was long, the wind waa cold, 

The minstrel was infirm and old ; 

His wither'd cheeks and tresses grey, 
Seem’d to have known a better day ; 

The harp, his sole remaining joy, 

Was carried by an orphan boy ; 

The last of all the bards was he 
Who sang of Border chivalry — 

For, well- a- day ! their date was fled, 

His tuneful brethren all were dead ; 

And he, neglected and oppress'd, 

Wish’d to be with them, and at rest. 

No more, on prancing palfrey borne, 

He caroll’d, light as lark at mornj , 

No longer courted and caressed, 

High placed in hall, a welcome guest, 

He poured, to lord and lady gay, 

The unpremeditated lay ; 

Old times were changed, old manners gone { 
A stranger filled the Stuart’s throne. ^ 
The bigots of the iron time. 

Had called his harmless art a crime. 

A wandering harper, scorn’d, and poor. 
He begged his bread from door to door; 
And turned to please a peasant’s ear, 

Vhe harp a king had loved to hear. 

Sir Walter Scott* , 
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THE BIBLE. 

When evening ehades Hucceed the snn^ 
And all my earthly work is done, 

Shall the precions hours amuse 
In foolish jests, or trifling newst 
iRo, '-nobler themes demand my care ! 
Souls cannot feed on empty air ; 

One BOOK my leisure shall employ : 

My richest food — my purest joy. 

Ask you, what merit can it claim 
Above the books of wit and fame 1 
It tells me all 1 want to know, 

To make me wise and blest below, ' 

It shows my road to thrones above. 

Where saints with angels dwell in love : 

It marks the peaceful paths they trod ; 

Its theme is heaven— its author, Qod. 

This BOOK the wondrous history shows 
How the wide worlds from nothing rose— 
How, from confhsion’s tenfold night, 

Sun, moon, and stars diffused their light. 
There I behold Creation’s plan, 

How earth received her tenant, man : — 
How bright he rose— how soon he fell ; 
And, born for Heaten, was doom’d to HeU. 
Here, 1 survey, with deepest awe. 

Heaven’s holy, good, and righteous law 
Compared with this, myself I see 
Covered with guUt and misery, 
a 



FLOWERS OF pOfttBY. 


Then, trambUng on destruction’s brink, 

My soul in dark despair would sink ; 

But this blest book my .peace secures, , 

And whilst it wounds, in mercy cures* 

Far above men, ox angels’ thought, 

1 see my great salvation wrought ; 

For God’s own son from Heaven came down. 
To purchase my immortal crown. 

To save ine from eternal fire. 

Behold him on the cross empire ; 

With mingled joy and grief I see. 

How Jesus lived and died for me. 

0 let mine eyes with sorrow flow, 

My heart with thankful wonder glow 1 
For sinner^ doom'd to endless pain 
My Saviour died, and rose again. 

Say ye, whom wit and mirth engage. 

The lover’s song, or hero’s pa^. 

Can all your hoi^produoe nke mine 
Such glorious deeds— such love divine ! 

Into this treasure would you look t 
The BIBLE is my precious boi^k ; 

Which early, in this happy land, 

1 learnt to read and understand* 

Bay, have yea lived on British ground, 

And never yet thte treasure found ; 

Or, does it on your shelf appear, 

Scarce touch’d or open’d tl^ough the year? 
Soon the Archangel's trump shall blow, 
Theeirth shall melt— the skies shall glow. 
Then shall these leaves with piereinf^light| 
Qf>eu to 9^^ angels’ sight. 
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Then shall the judge, with solemn awe, 
Proclaim the great eternal law ; 

Tried by this rale we then must go 
To endless bliss or endless woe. 

Who would not now both search and prise 
That BOOK in which salvation lies : 

Which all his sin and care can^ tell — 

Which leads to heaven, and saves from hell ? 
Sweet BOOK ! with thee, my gulde^ and friend. 
My days begin, and sweetly end : 

In life my hope — in death, my stay. 

My triumph in the judgment day. 


A HYMN. 

OOMPOSKD BY KmSKKCO, TUB 7IK8T BIBPOO 
BAYTIZEP IN BKNOAL, AHO AYTBKWAaBB 
A PKCACRBB of tHB d0BPEb» 

O THOU, my soul, foxiget no more 
The friend, who all thy misery bore ; 

Let every idol be forgot, 

But, 0 my soul, forgot him no^ 

Bramhu* for thee a body takes, 

Thy guilt assumes, thy fetters breaks ; 
Discharging all thy dr^ful debt — 

And can*st thou e’er suoh love forget 1 
Benounoe thy works and ways with grief. 

And fly to this most sure relief : 

Nor him forget who left his throne^ 

Aud for thy life gave^up hh( own. 

*The Hindoo nstee of the one Cod. 
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Infinite trntli and mercy tthine 
In him, and he himnelf ia thine ; 

And canat thou then, hy ain beset, 

Such love and matchleaa oharma forget. 

Ah ! no, till life itself depart, 

His name shall cheer and warm my heart. 
And when at last from earth 1 rise. 

And join the chorus in the skies. 

Ah ! then, when all things else expire. 
And perish in the general fire; 

This name all others shall survive. 

And thro* eternity shall live. 


HYMN OF THE HEBREW MAID. 

When Israel, of the Lord beloved. 

Out from the land of bondage came. 

Her father's God before her moved. 

An awful guide, in smoke and flame. 

By day, along the astonished lands. 

The cloudy pillar glided slow ; 

By night, Arabia's crimson'd sands, 
Beti^ed the fiery column’s glow. 

There rose the choral hymn of praise, 

And trump and timbrel answered keen ; 

And Zion’s daughters poured their lays, 
With priest’s and warrior’s voice between. 

No wonden now our foOs amaze, 

Forsaken Israel wanders lone ; 

Our ftthers would not know thy ways, 

And thou hast left them to their own. 
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Bnt, present still, though now unseen I — 
When brightly shines the prosperous day. 

Be thou|;hts of thee, a cloudy screen, 

To temper the deceitful ray. 

And oh ! when stoops on Judah*& path. 

In shade and storm the frequent night. 

Be thou, long-suffering, slow to wrath, 

A burning and a shining light. 

Our harps we left by Babel’s streams, 

The tyrant’s jest, the Gentile’s scorn ; 

Ko censer round our altar beams. 

And mute are timbrel, trump, and horn. 

But thou hast said, the blood of goat, 

The flesh of rams I will not prize ; 

A contrite heart, a humble thought, 

Are mine accepted sacrifice. • 

Sir Walter SeotL 


DANIEL. 

God of my fathers ! bend a gracious ear 
To my soul's augulsh, in this hour of fear ; 

The seal is set, the stern decree is pass'd— 

Ere next its b^mS shall glad the earth again, 

1 shall have perish’d in that dreadful den : 
How my heart shrinks before the dreadful 
thought 1 

O God of Isra^, now forsake me not ! 

Jerusalem, farewell ! 1 hoped' to see, 

A brighter era in thv destiny : 

Thy yeattf of widowhood are roUing bjr : 

The hour fotetoid of God is drawing nigh, 
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When midst thy walla*thy temple ehall arise — 
Nor idol worship then insult the fikies ; 

But fortified by sorrow, thou shall shine, 

Joy of the earth -^pride ‘of my royal linh^ 

Is this the end of all my hopes and fears ? 

This the reward of all my anxious years? 

Put not thy trust in priaow->they are frail. 
Their will may alter, or their power may fail : 
The fragile reed on whioh I yainly leant, 

Hath broken ; and my wounded spirit, sent 
Back to the rock for shelter, finds thee still. 

My God, my trust, tny hope, in good or ill. 
Hope ! can I dream of hope? what brilliant ray 
Hath obosed the darkness from my soul away ? 
Is it a meteor, whose delusive light 
Gleams but to leave me in a deeper night ? 

No I clearer, brighter, beams the star of faith — 
My God will save me from this dreadful death ! 
Powerful though Darius be, there is still 
A King of Kings — who can resist his will I 
Dreadful though be the Lion, my defence 
Is ill a mightier power — Omnipoishce. 

Mri, Riley* 


THE CHBISTUN PILGBrM. 

PiLaRiu, burdened With thy sin, 

Come the way to Zion*s gate ; 

There, till meroy speaks within, 

Knock and weep, and watch, and wait 4 
I^ock — he knows the sinner’s 
^ViTeep— he lovesthe mourner’a^lpflv ; 
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Watch— for saving grace is nigh j 
Wait— till heavenly grace appears. 

Hark.*it is thy Saviour's voice ! 

** Welcome, pilgrim, to thy rest,” 
within the gate rejoice. 

Safe, and own'd, and bought, and blest— 
Safe from all the |urea of vioe. 

Owned by jbjrs the contrite know, 
Bought by lovo, nnd life the prize, 

Blest the mighty debt to !pwe ! 

Holy pilgrim I what for thee. 

In a wtorld like this remains 1 
^rom thy guarded breast shall flee, 

Fear and shame, and doubt, and pains. 
Fear the hope of heaven shall flee, 

Shaflie from glory’s view retire^ 

Doubt in full belief shall die. 

Pain in endless bliss expire. 

CrMeh 


THB WORbD AND HEAVEN. 

Why do ye seek felicity 
Where ’tie not to be found, 

And not, dear Dord, loo)c up to thee, 
Where all delights abound 1 

O world 1 how little do thy joys 
Concern, a world that knows 
Itself not made for such low toysi 
As thy po^r hand bestows I 

*Khen take awSy thy tinsel wares, 
That dazzle here our eyes : ^ 
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Let RB go up aboye the stars. 

Where all treasure lies. 

The way we know : our dearest Lord 
Himself has gone before ; 

And has engaged his faithful word. 

To open us the door. 

Eat, O my God, reach out thy hand. 
And take us up to thee. 

That we about thy throne may stand. 
And all thy g^ory see. 

Z>r. Hicket* 


PLEADING POK MERCY. 

When at thy footstool, Lord, 1 bend. 
And plead with thee for mercy there. 

Think of the sinner’s dying friend, 

And for his sake receive my prayer ! 

O think not of my shame and guilt, 

My thousand stains of deepest d;^e ; 

Think of the blood which Jesus spilt. 
And let that blood iny pardon buy. 

O think upon thy holy word, 

And every plighted promise there— 

How prayer snomd evermore be heard. 
And how thy glory la to apare. 

0 think not Of my <^ubt8 and feapi. 

My strivinit with thy grace divine : 

Think upon Jesus’ woes and tears. 

And let his merits stand for mlneu 

^hink. Lord, how 1 am-still thy own. 
The trembling creature of thy hand ; 
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Think how my heart to Bin is prone^ 

And what temptations round me stand. 

O think how blind and weak am 1, 
strong and wily are my foes : 

They wrestled with thy hosts on high ; 

And can a worm their might oppose 1 
Thine eye« thine ear, they are not dull ; 

Thine arm can never shortened be : 

Behold me hero— my heart is full — 

Behold, and spare, and succour me ! 

No claim, no merits, Lord, 1 plead; 

1 come, a humbled, helpless slave : 

But, ah ! the more my guilty need. 

The more thy glory, Lord, to save. 

Jiev> II • -P. LyU, 


‘THE PLACE THEREOF SHALL SEE 
HIM NO MORE.” 

I gazed upon his study chair, 

]t*s late possessor was not there, 

For he had left this world of care, 

His vacant seat at table said. 

The master of the house is dead, 

His liberated soul is ded !” 

The moss house lost its constant guest, 

And this again, the truth imprest 
That one of us had gone to rest. 

At eventide, when seated round. 

To catch, as wont, the joyful sound,” 

We wept, for he was under ground ! 
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The children missed bis nightly peep^ 
And they could not refrain to weep. 

But sobbed their little eyes to sleejp^ 
Mamma approached her widowed room^ 
Yet felt a peace amidst the gloom, 

In fellowship beyond the tomb. 

She whispered, ^‘gone a stage before. 
Where passing tempests never roar, 

Jb^'or he can sin nor suffer more. 

‘'To thee, mjr graoions God, I ffee; 

Oh ! make his orphans live to thee. 

And in my burden succour me. 

" Afford mo wisdom, grace and power, 
Bufiicient for this trying hour, 

And this shall be the widow’s dower.'* 


RBMEMBRAKCB. 

Man hath a weary pilgrimage 
As through the world he wends | 

On every stage from youth to ag^ 

Still discontent attends* 

With heaviness he casts Bje 
Upon the road before, . 

And still remembers wilhl* 

The days that are no more. 

To school the little one now goes, 

Torn from his mother's arms,-^ 

What then shall soothe his earliest woes, 
When novelty hath lost its oharms I 
pOondemn'd to suffer thrdugh the day 
KcBtraintB which no rewards repa74 
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And cares where love has no concent 
Hope lengthens as she counts the hours. 
Before his wish’d return. 

From hard control aiid tyrant rules, 

The unfeeling discipline of schools^ 

In thought he lorea to roam; 

And tears will struggle in his eye 
While he remembers with a sigh 
The comforts of his home. 


Youth comes : the toils and cares of life 
Torment the restless mind ; 

Where shall the tired and harassed heart 
Its consolation find ? 

Then is not youth as fancy tells, 

Lile’s summer prime of joy 1 
Ah no } for ho]^ too long delay’d. 

And feelings blasted or betraye<^) 

The fabled bliss destroy ; 

And youth rem^bers with a sign 
The careless days of infancy. 

Maturer manhood now arriyes. 

And other thoughts come on : 

But with the baseless hopes of Youth 
Itsgenerdus warmth is gone; 

Gold calculating UareS Fucceedi, 

The timid thought, the wa^ deed. 

The dull realities of truth ; 

Back on the past he turns his eye, 
Bemembering with an envious sigh 
The happy dreams of youth. 


So reaches he the latter stage 
Of this our mortal pilgrimage. 
With feeble step and idow ; 
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New ilU that latter stage await, 

And old experience leame too late 
That all U yaniij lieiow. 

Life’s vain delusions are gone by. 

Its idle hopes are o’er, 

Yet age remembers with a sigh 
The days that are no more. 

Southey, 

SABBATH MORNING. 

Sweet Sabbath mom ! from childhood’s dim- 
pled prime 

I've lov’d to nail thy calm-renewing time ; 

-Soft steal thy bells upon the tranced mind, 

In talry cadence floating on the wind, 

Telling of friends and times long flown away; 
And pensive hopes, harmonious with the day, 
On thy still dawn, while holy music peals. 

And iar around the ling’ring echo steals, 

W hat heart communes not with the day’s repose. 
And lull’d by ftngel dreams, forgets its woes ; 

IV ho, in His temple gives tq God a prayer. 

Nor feels a portrait of bright heaven k there t 
The sacred stillness of the vaulted pile. 

Where gather’d hearts their homage brehthe 
awhile, 

The mingled burst of penitential sighs, 

The choral anthem pealing to the Sues, 

Rxall the soul to energies sablime, 

And thoughts that reach beyond the realms of 

time. 


Monlyomiry, 
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THE EMIGRANT. 

Farsweliii ah, happy slndea ! Rh, scenes belov’d, 
Of infant sports and bright unclouded hours; 

Where oft in childhood’s happy days I rov’d 
Thro’ forest walks, and i^ild secluded bow’rs ! 

Far from your woods, and sweet romantic glades, 
A wand’ring emigrant I’m doom’d to roam. 

Yet oft will memory, ling’ring in your shades, 
Recal the dear-regretted charms of home ! 

Her magic pencil oft shall fondly trace 
The mournful pictures of departed joy; 

To ev*ry image give a pensive grace, 

Whl^time may soften — but can ne’er destroy. 

Ah t scenes belov’d ! again delightful spring 
In vernal beauty decks your smiling vales ; 

With balmy odour scents the zephyr’s wing. 
And wafts from heav’n the soft Favonian gales. 

With transport once, to hail her blest return, 

I tun'd my artless reed, my numbers wild, 

Then all ivas new in life’s bewitching mom, 
And hope— ah, fair enchantress ! gaily snuled. 

Oh 1 then, what airy vimons of delight, 
Bemil’d my youthful heart in ev’ry grove; 

Deluding fancy pictur’d to my sight 
The fairy-land of happiness and love ! 

But now, for me, .in vain thp bpw’ra expand. 
And leaves unfolding, dress the woods anew; 

I go, a wanderer, to some distant land. 

And bid my na^ye hills— n last adieu 1 

Farewell the bermii^'cell, the lov'd retreat, 

The cottage mantle’d o’er with dostered vins ! 
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Where mild content had found a tranquil seat, 
And peace and calm domestic joys were mine. 

Dear, lovely scene ! how oft, at dawn of day, 

My pipe has wak*d your mountain echoes aound. 
How oft at evening's hour I lov’d to stray. 
Beside the river’s bank, with osiers crown'd. 

Ye woodland stream, ye peaceful, happy shades. 
Oft on your charms will pensive memory d wel 1 ; 
Ah, native vales; ah, sweet embow'ring glades. 
Scenes of my early youth \ — A last farewell ! 

Mi 9 * Memant, 


THE PROSPECT OP DEATH. 

DjEAtB 1 there are some have seen thee very nigh 
And they have not misliked thee-they have seen, 
Through the short vista of some dying hours, 

A scene that mortal accent scarce may speak. 
Or mortal vision look upon and live. 

The twilight hues of this receding world 
Merged in the bright dawn of eternal day — 
Oh ! who can say what ’tis to t^ee the end 
Of all that earth calls sorrow, care, and toil) 

To stand, as does the seaman, on the rock, 

And look upon the Waves with which he strove; 
To rest our eye with calm serenity 
On things that erst we dared not look upon, 
Lest the dark scene should drive the brain to 
madness — 

Tq look upon our sick and laded hopes, 

anxious fears, our treasures, loved and lost 

AS vam, look back u|»ou their childhood's tears, 
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To lay aside our Bins— to put them off. 

And plunffini; in death’s purifying atreamu, 
lUae into being, apotless, incorrupt, 
Immoftd, inffnite, secute from ill, 

Secure from change, tmless it be to grow, 
More capable of bU^ by being bleet, 
i^erfeot at tot, and p«i]tecting for ever. 

Caroline Fi*y, 


GRATITUDE. 

Tna week is past, the Sabbath dawn comes on ; 
Rest — rest in peace — thy daily toil is done ; 
And standing, as thou standest, on the brink 
Oi a new scene of being, calmly thyik 
Of what is gone, is now, and soon sliall 
As one that trembles In eternity; 

So sure as this now closing week is past. 

So sure adrancing Time will close my last ; 
Sure as to-morrow shall the awful light , 

Of the eternal morning hail xpy sight. 

Spirit of God ! on this 'week’s veTFe 1 Stand, 
Tracing the guiding influence of Thy h^d ; 
That hand uhich leads me gently, kindly, atill 
Up life’s dark, stony, tiresome hill : 

Tnou, Thou in every storm hast sheltered me# 
Beneath the wing of Thy benignity ; — 

A thousand graves Thy footsteps citcumvent, 
And I eatist Thy mercy’s monument 1 
A thousand writhe upon a bed of pain— 

I live— and pleasuro Rows through evei;y vein ; 
Want o'er a thousand hrretohei waves hetirandi 
Ji drcled by tan thousand meraies, stand. 
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How can 1 praise Thee, Father 1 how express 
Mj debt of reverence and thankful neas ! 

A debt that no intelligence can count, 

Whose every moment swells its vast amount. 
For the week’s duties Thou hast given me 
strength, 

And brought me to its tranquil close at length ; 
And here my grateful bosom fain would liaise 
A fresh memorial to Thy praise. 

Bowfing, 


THE LOVE OF OOD. 

In deep affliction's troubled hour, 
Wh& sorrow rules the breast. 

And earthly soothing hath no power 
To calm the soul to rest — 

And mirth but maketh j erring din. 
Where all is heaviness within . 

To thee we fly, oh God ! to thee. 

When all denies relief, 

And still more tremulously flee 
In storms of deeper grief— 

While all around to darkness turns. 
Thy inward light more brightly bums. 

Tby love, which passes mortal sense. 

To soothe, enlighten, save — 

Through life, snstoiniug providence— 
Redemption in the grave : 

Without it, life is idle ^atb, 

Without it, tenible is death. 


wmu 



FLOWKES OF EOETRT* 


113 


P K A Y B K 
19 the eoul’i sincere desire^ 
[Jliuiter*d or exprest ; 

The motion of a hidden fire> 

That trembles in the breast. 

i’r^er is the burden of a sigh^ 

Tue falling of a tear ; 

The upward glancing of an eye, 

When none but Ood is near. 

Prayer is the simplest form of speeob 
That infant lips can try ; 

Prayer, the sublimest strmns that reach 
The Majesty on high. 

Prayer is the Christian’s vital breath. 
The Christian’s native air ; 

His watchword at the gates of death. 
He enters heaven by prayer. 

Prayer is the dontrlte sinner's voice, 
Keturning from his ways ; 

While angels in their songs rejoice, 

And say, “ Behold he prays !” 

The saints, in prayer, appear as one 
In word, and deed, and mind. 

When with the Father and the Soni 
Their fellowship they find. 

l^or prdyer is made on earth alone^ 

The Holy Spirit pleads ; 

And Jesus on th* eternal throne 
For sinners inteircedeSi 

H 
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O Thou by whom we come to Go<4 
The life, the Truth the Way ! 

The path of prayer Thyself hast trod^ 
Lord, teach us how to pray 1 

Mont^omtry* 

SATURDAY SIGHT. 

Aoaim the week’s doU labours close ; 

The sons of toil from toil, repose ; 

And fast the evening gloom descends. 
While home the weary peasant wends. 

This night his eyes, with slumber sweet. 
Shall drop their lids ; to morrow greet 
A day of calm content, and rest — 

To labour’s aching limbs how bleat ! 

Now, ere I eeek my peaceful bed. 

And on 'the pillow rest my head. 

Oh, oome, my soul, and now survey 
The mercies of the week and day I 
From danger who my frame hath kept. 
While waking, and what time 1 sleptl — 
Who bath my every want supplied. 

And to my footsteps proved a guide I 
*Tmi Thou, my God l-^to Thee belong 
Inoenie of praise, and hallowed song ; 

To Thee be all the glory given, 

Of all my mercies under heaven. 

From Thee my daily bread and health, 
Eanb oomfort«-^U my spirit’s wealth 
Have been deiiyed : my sins alone. 

And ernngs 1 can call my own* 

f Oh# when to«morrow*s sun shall rise, 

And light once more* shall glad these eyes, 
Kay 1 blessed Sabbath prove, 

A day of holy rest and love. 
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May my Bedaemer’a praises claim 
My constant thought ; the Spirit's flame 
Descend) my accents to inspire, 

And fill my soul witfi hallow'd Are. 

And when the night of death is come^ 
And I must slumber in the tomb. 

Oh, then, my God, this faint heart ch^. 
And far dispel the shades of fear ; 

And teach me, in thy strength, to tread 
The path which leads me to the dead. 
Assured, when lUe’s hard toils are o'er. 

Of rest with Thee for eYermore ! 

Walker. 


THB SABBATH. 

What spell has o'er the populous city past ? 

The wonted current of its life is stay'd ; 

Its sports, its gainful schemes are earthward cast. 
As though their vileness wereatuncedisplayd ; 
The roar ot trade has ceased, and on the air 
Come holy songs, and solemn pounds of prayer. 
Bar spreads the charm : from every hamlet spire 
A note of rest, and heavenward thought ii 
peal’d ; 

By his calm hearth reclines the peasant sire ; 

The toil-worn steed basks in the breezy field. 
Within, wit hout, through farm and cottago blest, 
’Tis one bright day of gladness and of rest. 

Down from the mountain dwellings, whilst the 
dew 

Shines on the heath-heUs, and the lem is 
bending 

In the fresh breeze, infestive garbs 1 view [ing. 
Ciii^hood and a^,and boyi^ youth d^cend- 
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Qod !->who has plied iby 'vronders round their 
home, 

*Tis in their loTo^they tp thy temple come. 

A stately ship speeds o*er the mighty main — 
Oh ! many a leagtie from our own happy land ; 
Yet from its heart ascends the choral strain ; 

For there its little isolated band 
Amid the ocean desert’s awful roar [shore. 
Fraise him whose Ioto links shore to distant 
O’er palmy woods where sommer radianoe falls, 
In the glad islands of the Indian main, 

What thronginj^^wds the missionary calls 
To raise to heaven the Christian's glorious 
strain ! 

Lo ! where, amid the children of the sun, 
Stands the white man, and counts his victories 
,won« 

In the fierce deserts of a distant zone. 

Mid savage nations, terrible and stem, 

A lonely atom, severed from his own, 

The traveller Wends, death or renown to earn, 
ParOhed, fainting, wearied, verging to despair. 
He kneels, he prays— hope kindles in Ids prayer. 
O’er the wide world, blest day, thine influence 
flies, » ^ 

Best o’er the sufieter spreads her balmy wings; 
Love wakes, joy dawns, praise fills the listening 

skiee; 

The expanding heart from earth'e eaohanir 
xnent springs : 

Heaven, ibr one day, withdraws its naoient ban, 
Uubaieits gatee^ atid dwbllsonce morewith man. 

WUliank HovtUU 
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park;s first joubnby in aprioa. 

** Whatever way 1 turned (says Pack) nothing appear- 
ed but danger and difficulty. I. saw myself in the midst 
of a vast wilderness ; in the depth of the rainy season^ 
naked and alone, surrounded '1^ savage animals, and 
men still more savage. I was five hnpdrod miles from 
the nearest European settfement. At this moment, pain- 
ful as my reflections were, the extraordinary beauty of a 
small moss in fructification irresistibly caught iny eye. 
I mention this to shew from what trifling cireumstances 
the mind will sometimes derive eonsplatlon, fbr, though 
the whole plant was not larger than the top of one of my 
fingers, I could not contemplate the delicate conforma* 
tion of its roots, leaves, and capsula, without admiration. 
Can that Being, thought 1, who planted,* watered, and 
brought to perfection, in this obscure part of the world, 
a thing whidi appears of so small importance, look with 
unconcern upon the situation and sufiTerings of creatures 
formed after his own image. Surely not. I started up, 
and disregarding both hunger and fhtigue, travelled for-* 
ward, assured that relief was at hand, and I was not dis- 
appointed. 

The following verses on the above affbetiag Incident, 
were written by Alexander Letham, an inipate of the 
Asylum for tfie Blind, at Edinburgh, 

Ah ! loveW flotffir, what card, What power. 

In thy 6ir Btmotare ard displayed 

^ By him who reared thee to this hour 
Within the forest’s lonely shade ! 

Thy tender and fibreii fine. 

Here find a slater tl^e stofm ; 

perhaps no human eyos hut mine, 

Bre gaaed upon th^ lovely fbrm. 
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The dew-drop glistens on thy leaf. 

As if thou seem'st to shed a tear ; 

As if thou knew'st my tale of grief ; 
Pelt all my sufferings severe ! 

But, ah ! thou know*st not my distress; 
In danger here from beasts of prey, 

And robbed of all I did possess. 

By men more fierce by far than they. 

Nor oanst thou ease my burdened s^lh. 
Nor oool the fever at my heart. 

Though to the zephyrs passing by. 

Thou dost thy balmy sweets impart. 

Yet, He that formed thee, little plant. 
And bade the^ flourish in this place. 

Who sees and knows my every want, 
Can still support me by His grace. 

Ofb has His arm, all strong to save. 
Protected my defenceless head. 

From ills I never could perceive. 

Nor could my feeble hand have staid. 

Then shall I stlU pursue my way 
O'er this wild desert's sun^bumt soil. 

To where the ocean’s swelling spray 
Washes my longed for, native home. 


THE HOMES OP ENGLAND. 

Thu stately Homea of England, 
How beauilfiil thev ttand ; 
Amidst their tall ancMtal treat. 
O'er all the pleasant landt 
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The deer across the greensward bound 
Through shade and aunny gleam, 

The swan glides past them with the sound 
Of some rejoicing stream. 

The merry Homes of England ! 

Around their hearths by night. 

What gladsome looks of household love 
Meet in the ruddy light 1 
There woman’s voice flows forth in song, 

Or childhood’s tale is told, 

Or Ups move tunefully along 
Some glorious page of old. 

The blessed Homes of England 1 
How softly on their bowers 
Is laid the holy quietness 
That breathes m>m Sabbath-hohrs f 
Solemn, yet sweet, the church belfs chime 
Floats through their woods at mom ; 

All other sounds, in that still time. 

Of breeze and Icef are bom. 

The cottage Homes of England t 
By thousands on her plains, 

They mre smiling o'er her silvery brooks, 
And round the hamlet-fimes. 

Through glowing orchards forth they peep,. 
Each fl:om its nook of leaves, 

And fearless there they lowly sleep, 

As the bird beneath the oaves. 

The free, fhir Homes of England ! 

Long, long, in hut and ball, 
sons of valour there be reared 
To guard each hnlloved wgU ! 
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And green for ever be the groved, 

And bright the flowery sod, 

Where first the rhild’s gl&d spirit loves 
Its country and its God 1 

Mrs. lIem€Ln&* 


A HYMN AT SUNSET AMONG TUB 
ALPS. 

On Thou who hast thine altar wade 
On every mountain’s brow ; 

Whose temple is the forest’s shade^ 

Its arch, the forest bough ; 

How thou hast ever listened when we prayed| 
And thou wilt hear us now. 

To each-*^to all— thy bounty flows 
FulL boundless, deep and free ; 

Thou hast flowew for eaHh, and stars for heaveit, 
And gems for the blue sea : 

And for us our everlasting hills. 

And hearts which dauntless be. 

More hast thou given, oh Ood I ves more 
Than onr spirUs true and tM>la ; 

And our mighty mountain sentinels. 

Those watehers stern and old— 

The shadow of a glorious past 
Our memoiy doth enfold. 

That little band of shepherd men 
Who left their flocks with Thee, 

And, strong in heart, went boldly forth 
To make our mountains free— 

Thy hand was with their stedfasj; wof 
4nd they won the vict’fy. 
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And they the saints of later time. 

Who dwell in j^laoes lone, 

And wandering exiles fgr their faith, 
Through* toil and famine, fight and death 
Their martyr’d crowns have won. — 
'Twas thou received their fleeting breath 
And they sit beneath thy throne. 

Forsahe US not, but as of old 
So let our spirits be ; 

And give us still the courage bold 
To keep our mountains free : 

And our anoestflil faith to hold. 
Wherewith ve worship thee. 

The cattle on a thousand hills, 

The feeble and the smaU>^ • 

We leave throughout the silent night> 
hTor fear lafll narm befall ; 
l^or thou whw blessed the patriarch’s store. 
Will guard and keep us aU* 

Praise from the mountain’s lordly crest. 
Praise from the valley lone, 

For all our daily blessedness, 

S’or our bright ones whe’re gone. 

To thee, the mightiest, wisest, best, 

The great Etenu^l One ! 
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THE OCEAN. 

Vast empire of deep waters I emblem thou 
In thy extent, of the great space which grasps 
Thee in bis arms. Source and tomb of flowing 
Livers, and the impetuous torrent wild, 
Dwelling place of dark abysses and^ winds 
That blow for ever. Wondrous fluid,— storm 
Immense, roaring like the deep ton’d thunder 
In the midnight cloud, of dark and yawning 
gulphs 

Compos’d, and lakes expansive ; thy giant limbs, 
Jiany and long, are seen in twenty seas, 

Which form the mighty girdle of the earth. 
And dashing, spout upon the rocky flanks 
Of its great continents. Thou, whoso rocky depth 
No plummet ever fathom’d, and whose wavps 
Bnt cease to flow, where Boreal ftost together 
Knits them, and builds his icy mountains, 
Mountains madeof thy breath, reaching to heaVn 
Burying nature deep, and blocking up 
The path of nature’s proud and powerless lord. 
Terrible Ocean I here my timid eye 
Sees living earth and puny man no more, 

But all things looked in thy embrace, aujl wither* 
ing 

In the icy breath of d^th eternal : 

What are the two groat worlds to theef two isles ; 
And once when with thy offiiptlng waters join’d. 
Thou leap’dst thy bounds, and like a conqu'ror 
proud, 

Kod’st flereely in thy mighWthese disappear'd 
Swallowed and lost in thy'sbormoui womb. 
With every isle besides. 
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But still thou hast a Master^ aye* 

The hand that pour’d thy billows forth, and bade 
Them roll expansive o’er the desert void. 

Has limited thy rage, and made thee cease 
Thy wandering, — where the sandy barrier 
Chains aud repels thy efforts. 

Jq^€z 


TO THE DEPARTED YEAR. 

I wtXit not grieve that thou art gone,—* 

1 wept while thou wait here ; 

But still thy even course went on, 

^ in spite of many a tear ) 

1 will not mourn, though thou ar{ dead, 
Kor weai; the garb of grief ; 

Each hour of thine successive fled, 

Nor brought this heart relief 1 

I do remember well the day 
That being gave to ruva ! 

But I was (kr, far away, 

Beyond the htoid blue sea. 

That hour a flattering tale Hope told. 

Of bliss thou hadst in store ; 

But long ere thou wast twelve mouths old, 
Hope's flatterin|[ tale was o’er. 

Hark 1 what’s that midnight peal I hear t 
The bells chime merrily ; 

They say, Hail new and joyous year 
No oompliment to* thee. 
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And may the “new and joyous year !” 

To all who hear the peal 
3e truly such as ehaU appear 
When time its doom sl^ll seal. 

Ajio», 


STANZAS. 

Ob ! there are moments, moments felt by all 
l^hcx^lifo&ncl liopO| whiflDjoy &nd pflo&fiurQ 

Oh j there are moments when the spirit falls 
Beneath affliction, when in pain array'd. — 

Yes f 1 have felt and bent beneath the blow 
Of stern affliction, in the trying hour ; 

And I hare proved how fleeting all below. 

How short the season of all mortal power, 

Kemembrance still recals the painfol scene, 

My memory dwells upon the parting breath^ 

1 view'd the pallid brow, calm and serene. 

Yet cannot think my sleeps in death. 

Oft o'er his eouch 1 bent in mute despair. 

And plac'd my hand upon his fever'd brow. 

Wild was the throbbing pain that lingered there, 
It was the pulse of death, — 1 feel it now. 

Then I beheld his brilliant glazed eye ; — 

'Twas fixed on vacancy,— he knew me not, 

1 could not bear that look — 1 sobbed good bye, 
A last good bye,— and hurried from the spot. 

Then next I heard that his last brj|th had fled, 
4nd his tired spirit left his frau^abode ; 

And this was true,— 1 felt that he was dead, 
jMA yet my bosom heaved beneath thr^ load. 
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IleAt, eu^Tdring spirit % I would not recall 
Thee back to life, and all its woes again : — 
Yet fond afiection moninB thy early fall, 
in secret tears s^d many a heartfelt pain. 
r>ay after day in quick anccession move. 

Week after week rolls on« and glides away, 
Month after month yet pressing, still will prove 
Thine image in iny heart will ne'er decay. 

Charlotte English. 


ODE TO SPBIKG. 

Kow Spring returns, but not to me returns 
The vernal joy my better years have known : 
Dim in my breast life's dying taper buritf, 

And all thajoys of life wm heal\lh are Hown. 

Startinij and shiv'ring in th' inconstant, wind, 
and pale, the ghost of what I was^ 
Beneath some blasted tree 1 lie reclined. 

And count the silent mosmuts as they pass. 

The winged monf^ts, whose unceasing speed 
No art can stop, or in their course arrest ; 
Whose flight shall shortly oount me with the 
dead, 

And l»y me down in peace with them that 
rest. 

Farewell, ye blooming fields ? ye cheerful plains^ 
Enough for me the cburchyard^s lonely 
mound. 

Where Melancholy with still ailenoe ref^. 
And tha rank grass waves o'er ehterless 
ground. 
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There let me wander at the shut of eve. 

When sleep sits dewy on the labourer’s eyes; 
The world and all its busy follies leave, 

And. talk with wisdom where my Sarah lies. 

There let me sleep forFotten in the clay. 

When death shall shut these weary aching 
eyes ; 

Best in the hopes of an eternal day, 

Till the long night is gone, and the last mom 
arise. 

Braes. 


DEATH OP THE BIGHTEO0S. 

Likb summer eve, when sunlight throws 
A beautehuB parting ray around ; 

And silent shades in , eace repose 
Upon the soft and dewy ground. 

As still, as peaceful, and serene. 

Is the last ray when life is done ; 

When Hope's bright beam, smiles o’er the 
scene 

Which saw a glorious race begun. 

What though around his couch may fall, 

The dewdro^ from kind pity’s eye ; 

The happy spirit smiles on all. 

And shines upon another sky. 

Oh ! andi iS lifb, whose parting ray 
Throws lustre on a world of sorrow ; 

For as its brightness dies away. 

There’s promise of a glorious 
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THE SABBATH. 

% • 

Hail, peaceful mom, thy dawn I hail ! 
How do thy hours my mind regale 
With fruits of heavenly joy I 
Kor can I all thy blessings name. 

Which kindle in my soul a flame, 

And all my powers employ. 

Thou hallow’d season of repose. 

Thou balm to soothe the throbbing woes 
Of this care-stricken breast ; 

Thy sacred hours I’ll ever greet, 

And with the faithful will I meet 
To taste thy holy rest. 

How shall 1 best improve thy ho\m % 
Lord, on me shed in copious showeni 
Thy Spirit and thy grace ! 

That when thy Sacred courts I tread. 

My soul may eat toy heav’oly bread. 

And sing Jehovah’s praise. 

May every sermon, like the dew, 

Gently descend, refresh, renew, 

Ana oonsolate my mind ; 

with meekness, truth, and lovei 
Engrafted, fruitful may it prove, 

And leave its joy behind. 

And to my chamber 1*11 rep^. 

To commune with jny God in pray'r. 
And 1 ^ my griefs to tell ; 

His kind compassion will relieve, 

His bounteous hniiil will m^ies give^. 
Witli mournen he will dwell. 
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Thiia may my Sabbath pass away. 

My best, my holiest, happiest day. 

The Bweetest of the seTen : 

Bat yet a rest for Saints remains, 

A Sabbath free from cares and pains 
Eternal, and in Heaven* 

Anorii 


THE WATERB^ALL. 

1 liova the roaring waterfsU, 

Within some deep, romantic glen; 

’Mid deserts wild, remote from all 
The guy and busy haunts of men ; 

For its loud thunders sound to me 
Like voices Ifrom eternity. 

They tell of ages long gone by, 

And beings that have passed away. 

Who sought, perhaps, with curious eya, 

These rocks where now I love to stray ; 

And thus its thunders sound to me 
Like voices from eternity. 

And from the past they seem to call 
My spirit to the realms beyoxbd 
The ruin that most soon befall 
These scenes, where grandeur sits enthron’d 
And thus its thunders sound to me 
Like voices from eternity. 

For 1 am on a torrent borne. 

That whirls me rapidly away. 

From mom to eve —from eve to mom — 

From month to month^ixom day to day, 
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And all that live and breath with me 
Are hurrying to eternity. 

The mighty cataract’s thundering sound, 

In louder thunder soon must die : 

And all these rugged mountains round. 
Uprooted must in ruin lie ; 
lJut that dread hour will prove to me, 

The dawning of eternity • 

Eternity I that vast unknown I 
Who can that deep abyss explore, 

Which swallows up the ages gone. 

And rolls its billows evermore 1 
(), may 1 lind that boundless sea, 

A bright, a blest eternity ! 


HOME. 

lloMB of my youth , though thy pleasant shade* 
I never more may see ; 

And many years have pass’d away 
Since last 1 gazed on thee . 

Yet Memory fondly loves to trace 
Each well remembered scene, 

And lingers, as in childhood's hours, 

Among thy meadows green. 

Again I see the verdant mead. 

Be spread with early dowers ; 

And hear the song of the young bird* 

In the dark leafy bowexA 
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The gushing river murmnringly. 

And e*en the old oak tree, — 

Tes ! o’er them all there is a spell. 

Which chains my soul to thee. 

Tot 1 have been in other lands. 

Have trod Imperial Eome ; 

Yet even midst the glories there 
I sigh'd to think of Home. 

Yet now what would 1 there 1 alas ! 

All whom 1 prized are gone ; 

And cold and distant those dear forms, 

1 lov’d to look upon. 

And ye, mine infant playmates too, — 

Oh I ’twas a happy time. 

When we roam’d through the sunny fields 
In our young joyous prime. — 

Where are we now 1 some sunk to rest. 
And others far away ; 

And many long ere now have found. 

Their once bright hopes decay. 

Yet still in that beloved spot. 

Where our young hours were pass’d, 

1 fain would wander once again, 

And linger till the last. 

Oh ! ’t would be sweet, when life declines. 
And I no more can roam. 

At last to close my w'eary eyes, 

Amidst the scenes of Home ! 


Anon, 
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ON SEEING THE STATUE OP MY LATE 
UNGLE, DR. ALDERSON OF HULL. 

*Tis he ! through tears the long-loved form I 
trace, 

His manly bearing, his expressive face ! 

Those eager eyes which spoke the active mind. 
Intent on plans to benetit mankind. 

Yes — every feature in the mantle lives, 

And all the comfort art can yield it gives. 

But there’s a balm for fond survivors’ hearts 
Beyond what sculpture’s utmost power imparts; 
For faithful memory paints the general woe 
On the wide shores where Humber’s waters flow. 
When he, the kind physician, father, friend. 

In vigorous age was hurried to his end. 

He paints the thousands thronging round his 
bier 

All ranks, all ages, equal mourners there; 
While grateful groups his generous zeal recall’d, 
When by no shrinktug selflshness appall’d, 

He cross’d the dangerous tide at midnight’s 
hour. 

To yield the treasures of his healing power : 
Alike to him, if rich or poor required. 

The welcome aid by suffering pain desired. 
What, tho’ full oft the threat’ning vrintry ^i^le 
Blew loud and fearful through the moaning 
sail ; 

Undaunted still, he cross’d the wintry wave, 
His dearest aim to succour and to save. 

Then raise the statue f raise the breathing bust, 
Let the proud marble guard the precious dust. 
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Let learning's pen inseribe his honor'd namC/ 
▲ud on the stone engrave his lasting fame. 

But know, such worth requires no sculptor's art/ 
He lives recorded on the grateful heart. 

Mrs. Ofit. 


THE VISIBLE CREITION. 

Tab Ood of nature and of grace 
In all his works appears ,* 

His goodness through the earth we trace. 
His grandeur in the spheres. 

Behold this fair, and fertile soil, 

By him in wisdom plann'd ; 

'Twas he who girded like a robe 
The ocean round the land. 

Lift to the firmament your eye, 

Thither his path pursue \ 

Hifi glory, boundless as the sky, 
O'erwhelms the wondering view. 

The forests in his strength rejoice ; 

Hark ! on the evening bree2e, 

As once of old, the Lord God’s voice 
Is heard among the trees. 

His blessings fall in plenteous showers^ 
UlYon the lap of earth, 

That teams with foliage, fruit and flowers. 
And tinge with infant mirth. 

If God hath made this world so fair, 
Where sin and death abound ; 

How beautiful beyohd compare. 

Will Paradise ba fbun^ 
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THE EISING MOON. 

Thk moon id up ! Ho«r calm and alawi 
She ivheels above the hilla 1 
The weary windfl forget to blow. 

And all the world lies Btilh 
The way-worn travellers with delight, 
The rising brightness see, 

Kevealing all the paths and plains 
And gilding every tree. 

So once on Jndah’s evening hills, 

The heavenly lustre spread. 

The gospel sounded from the blaze. 

And shepherds gazed with dread. 

And still that light upon the wofld 
Its guiding splendour throws : 

Bright in the openiug hours of life, 

But brighter at the close. 

The waning moon, in time, shall fail 
To walk the midnight skies, 

But God bath given this bright light, 

A fire that never dies. 


THE PRINCESS CHAKLOTTB OP WALES. 
Har£ ! hark ! around the mansions of the dead 
Sinks the low dirge, or swells the anthem lond ; 
And hark 1 the wo^ the solemn words are said. 
That bid the dust its kindred dust enshroud. 
The tomb has cloeed-**<'and, like n petting cloud, 
A feverish dream, the pageant all has fled ; 
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Back in deep sorrow, wend the weeping crowd. 
Back mores the mourning train with measured 
tread ; 

Kor sigh, nor sounds disturbs the lovely slum* 
berer’s bed. 

That slnmherer weeps no more — but Albion’s 
pride 

Is wept by all, save Albion’s aged king : 

For one lost maiden,* resting by her side, 

Ilis sorrow flowed, till Heaven had dried the 
spring — 

Windsor 1 at onoe within thy moated ring, 

Wo wail the severed stem, though bare and lone. 
We wail the bud despoiled by Winter’s wing : — 
These are the splendid miseries of a throne, — 
Away, away/ frail man, go muse upon thine own. 


TO AK INFANT. 

SwEBT infant, when I gaze on thee, 

And mark thy spirit's bounding lightness. 
Thy laugh of playful ecstacy, 

Thy glance of animated i^rlghtness. 

How beautiful the light appears 
Of Beason in her first revealings, 

How bleat the boon of opening years, 
Unclouded hopes, unwithered feelings I 
Thou hast not felt Ambition’s thraU, 

Thou dost not sigh for absent treasures^ 
Tlw dark eye beatM in joy on all, 

&mple and artlem hte thy pleasures; 

*The Princesg Amelia. 
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And ahcnild a tear obsoure thy bliss, 

I know the spell to soothe thy Badness, 
The magic of thy father’s kiss 
Can soon transform thy grief to gladness, 

The world, my fair, and sprightly boy, 

May give thy feelings new directions. 

But may its changes ne’er destroy, 

The fervour of thy warm affections ! 

Still may thy glad contented, eyes 
Smile on each object they are meeting, 
Yet, most of earthly blessings, prize 
A parent’s look-^ parent’s greeting — 

And, oh ! may He whose boundless love 
Ekcels the fondest mother’s kindness, 
Teach thy young heart for Him to glow. 
Thy ways from sin to Mver : * 

And guide thy steps in peace below, 

To realms where peace endures for ever ! 


LINES, 

Suggested by the sight of Bishop Coverdale’s ArmoOh«ir, 
now in the possession of George Wear Braikenridge, 
Esq., of Broom well House, near Bristol. 

Did, then, the venerable Coverdale 
Own, his rude chair 1 Did he, whose ardent seal 
First gave ho Englfuid God’s eternal word 
In her own language, rest his aged limbs 
In this plain seat of simple worlunanship 1 
Hail vaulted reUc of departed days : 

Memorial of past nates, and toil endured. 

For God and virtue’s s^e 1 How does the sight 
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*Ofthy quaint antiquated form call up 

The thought of times gone by« of studious hours, 

<Of nights consumed in anxious solituda. 

In saintly meditation, and In prayer 
To that benignant Spirit, which doth instruct. 
To read aright the oracles of (iod I 
^lethinks 1 see the reverend prelate sit. 

His wrapt eyo raised to Heaven, and lighted up 
'With glad anticipation of the fruit 
‘Of that blest tree of knowledge, which his hand 
Is planting in his native soil. I see 
His pale face brightly beaming as he reads 
Of that all gracious promise that the wise 
Shall shine like to the firmament, and they 
That turn their brethren unto righteousnesB 
Even as the^ stars fur ever and ever. 

1 mark him as he turns the sacred page, 

How he draws comfort from thp gracious words 
Of his Jtedeemer : ** Blessed is the man 
Who snffereth persecution for the sake 
Of righteousness ; for heaven itself is his.’* 
Cheer’d by his Saviour’s promise, how bis soul 
Boars upward ! how he plies bis much lov'd task, 
lleckless of torture, and the blood-stained sword 
Of unrelenting bigotry ! He bears 
In mind the great Creator’s first command, 

** Let there be light,” and lo, the task is done : 
Now lettest thou thy servant, Lord, depart 
In peace, andlioly triumph ; for his eyes 
Have seen the saoted volume shed its light 
irpoti his native land. Bnghind^ the word 
Of life is thine ! 0 prize it as thou ought’st. 
And venerate the name* of him whose hand 
^aimtless^ first gdte it to his parent land. 
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HUMILITY, 

The bird that epar» oh highest wing, 

Builds on the pound her lowly nest,* 

And she that doth most sweetly sing, 

Sings in the shade, when all things rest : 

In lark and nightingale we see 
What honour hath humility. 

When Mary chose “ the better part/' 

She meekly sat at Jesus' feet ; 

And Lydia's gently open'd heart 

Was made for God's own temple meet*; 

Fairest and best adorn'd is she. 

Whose clothing is humility. 

The saint that wears heaven's highest crown, 
In deepest adoration bends. 

The weight of glory bow’s biiU down 
Then most, when most b is soul ascends ; 

Nenrest the throne itself must be, 

The footstool of l^nmility. 

* Mon igomtfy. 


THE SABBATH. 

w«9 glad ^hen they esld unto me« Let us go into the 
House of the Lord.” — Pialm cxxii. 1. 

As camels, jonraeylng o'er the waste, 
Where ^tesxneridiaa beam, 

Long in the IbnUe vale to teste. 

The cool refeeshing etream. 

So does the ChHittleti long to view 
Tbe Sabbath i^iom arih, 
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That he may feast on heavenly dew» 

And drink divine Bupplies. 

Weary with toils, with cares opprest> 

He seeks for an abode, 

Awhile from toils and cares to rest. 

And commune with hia God. 

Oh I how delightful is the place. 

Where holy men proclaim 

The Gospel of eternal peace. 

And preach its Author's name ! 

Lord, let us to thy gates repair. 

To hear the gladdening sound ; 

That we may find salvation there. 

Whilst yet it may be found. 

V 

There let us joy and comfort reap ; 

There teach us how to pray 

For grace to choose, and strength to keep 
The straight, the narrow way. 

And so increase our love for thee. 

That all our future days. 

May one continued Sabbath be. 

Of gratitude and praise. ^ 


ENCOtTEAGEMSlNT. 


^^SriLL this one thing 1 do,^ 
The great apostld cried, 

** The things unseen pursue. 
Forgetting all beside*’' 
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O thou dost teach us still. 

And W6 would learn of thee ; 

TUI on the heavenly hill, 

Thy God, and ours, we see. 

Forj^et the things behind — 

Press on to things before ; 

Whatever thou dost find. 

Leave it, and ask for more. 

And what dost thou receive 1 

Light, truth, and grace, and bliss 1 

And yet, canst thou believe. 

Thou shalt have more than this. 

Thou shalt see greater things. 

Than yet have bless’d thine eye ; 

And faith must raise her wii^ 
Higher, and yet more high. 

The fairest fruits that grow. 

Highest on life’s fair tree. 

Believe, rejoice, and know, 

That they grow there for thee. 

O, use the grace thou hast, 

In asking yet for more i 

And all thy burden cast 
On him the cross who bore. 

Ank. and thou shalb obtain 
Peace on a battle field ; 

Loss shall be changed to gain, 

An4 to hope shall yield. 

The sea of lot'e divine. 

However d^p it be. 

Believe that it u thine. 

And trust that boundless sea. 
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Then towards the mark 
Of tny high calling's prize ; 
Beyond death's valley dark 
The full fruition lies. 




THE FOUNTAIN OPENED. 

Within the Church a fountain springs^ 

It started from the Saviour’s sido; 

Peace, pardon, joy, to all it brings— • 

The life-blood of the Crucified. 

The living streaihs for ever fiow, 

For ever pure, for ever free ; 

The spirit’s solace here below. 

The succour for eternity.' 

** Ho, every one that thirsts, draw nigh,” — 
Beloved, hear the voice divine 1 

The broken heart, the contrite sigh. 

Are welcome there, and these are thine. 

Come, then, the Spirit calls — come now, 

In humble faith, in trembling love ; 

Drink comfort for thy sorrows here, 

And taste before, the bli^ above. 

Miihop 


EVENING HYMN FOB SATUEDAT. 

Now sinks in night the fiantthg tun ; 

, O thon, onx ererhuting daj^ 
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Thrice holy Oodh9a4» Throe in QnOy 
Thy briifhtneas to otur hearts display; 

To Thee, we hymn the morning lay, 

T5 Thee our evening vows are given ; 
Grant ue, aa here to Thee we pray, 

To praise Thee in the courts of heaven. 
Ko shadows there, nor clouds impede 
The view, with visions of affright ; 

Kor sun, nor moon, those mansions need, — 
The Lamb is their perpetual light 

0, yet unseen by mortal sight. 

May in our souls that scene endure. 

That we, through hope of that delight. 
Hay purer grow as Thou art pure ! 

And when the day shall come that we 
Shall know, no more, as now^in part, 
May we unveil'd, Thy presence see, 
lie like, and know Thee as Thou art : 
And evermore, with voice and heart. 

Join ooncert with Thy heavenly host. 
And bear, in praising Thee, our part. 
Thee— Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 


CHRIST THE WAY. 

* « 1 am the way, the truth, and the life ; no man' eometh 
unto the father but by me.'‘ 

THiBRin is <me only path to mortals given, 

By which they may ascend to heaven. 

Thou art the wayt-^GmaV I walk therein, 

And leave tha varied ^hs of woe and sin ^ 
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Thou art the truthi blest Sun ! send out thy light, 
And dissipate the shades of deathful night ; 
Thou art the lile — be thou the Fount in me, 
Whose living stream flbivs through eternity. 
’Tis, Jesus ! by thy Spirit and thy blood, 

The fallen race of man is brought to God. 
Thou art the way to heaven, the living way, 

By which we mount to realms of endless day : 
Thou art the truth, by whose enlightening ray 
Alone, we tind the one appointed way; 

Thou art the life, by which we gain the strength 
To tread the way when found, and reach our 
heaven at length. 

Anm Elliott. 

THil HOSPITAL CHAPLAIN. 

Althquou the echoing voice of fame 
Sound not thy labours and thy namj. 
Though many deem coniine a and drear 
The duties ot thy narrow sphere ; 

when 1 look around and see 
Thy brethren oi the ministry. 

By troubles, toils, and cares opprest, 

1 prize thy tranquil place of rest. 

Thou dost not view with sorrowing eyes 
The slaves of idle vanities 
A heedless coume of pleasure run, 

Thy warnings slight, thy presence shun, 

Or coldly bend their listless way 
To hear thee on the Sabbath-day, 

Then, even from God’s holy fane, 

Kush to the di^susling world again. 
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^hou art not called on to oppose 
Bold lawless men, religion’s foes. 

Beady, and loud in faction’s cause. 

Scoffing established claims and laws. 

Fluent with sceptic doubt and sneer. 

While thou must silent stand, and hear 
All that thou hold’st most dear, moat blest, 
The subject of a reckless jest. 

And oh ! when death thy flock is nigh, 

Thou need’st not vainly strive and sigh, 

The couch of suffering to attend. 

Watched by some false officious friend. 

Who, light of thought, and cold of heart, 
Can let the sinner’s soul depart. 

Close to his minister's abode. 

Without a word of Christ and Ged ! 

1^0, they who claim thy cares, are all 
Humbly prepared to meet thy call. 

By sickness curbed, by pain subdued. 

By kindness won to gratitude-* 

Amid their ranks thou seem’st to move 
A messenger of peace and love, 

Of mercies more than man has given, 
Mercies revealed and sent by Heaven. 

Spirits tumultuous,, proud, and wild. 

Then learn the m^kness of a child ; 

Freed from the world’s oppressive care^ 

And safe from its seductive snare, 

They mourn to look their hearts within, 
They joy to hear of pardon’d sin. 

And trustfully in him conflde. 

Who for the lost and guilty died. 
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Thougli none iKonld m their posU repine. 
Pew own a pr^rilege like thane. 

To mingle hopes of bearenly birth, 

With the soft dharities of earth. 

To Bee thjr dying charge receive 
£ach aid that human ekiU can give, 

And add thine own best boon of love, 
Glad tidings of a world above. 

Mrs. AbJ^. 


'‘KO INFLITBXCB." 

What if the little rain should say. 

Bo small a drop as 1, 

Can ne’er refresh those thirsty fields, 
ril tjirry in the sky 1” 

What it a shining beam at noon« 
Should in its fountain stay, 

Because its feeble light alone 
Cannot create a day t 

Doth not each rain-droj» help to form 
The oold refreshing sj^ewer; 

And my Ugki to warm 
And beax^ify the flower 1 


HTMN Of THU MOtifTAlK 
OHBiSTIAKS. 

t’oaihe strength of the hills we bless thee,* 
Our God, our father’s God \ 

Thou hast made our children mighty. 

By the touch df the jiioautaiAso<C 
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Thon hast fixed our place of refuge 
Where the i^oiler*g foot ue’^r trod ; 

For the strength of the hilis^ we blesa thee, 
Our^God, our fathers God !* 

We are watchers uf a beacuu 
Whose light must never di^ ; 

We are guardians of an alt|u: 

’Midst the silence of the sky : 

The Rock yields founts of courage. 

Struck forth as by the rod. 

For the strength of the hillk we blesa thee. 
Our God, our father's God. 


For the dark resoundbog haavep?. 

Where thy still email vobje m hm^. 

For the strong pines of the forests 
That by thy breath are stirred ;* 

For the ^rpis on whose free piniot}B 
Thy spirit abroad ; 

For the strength pf the hills, we bless thee. 
Our God, our father’s God- 


The rqval f wrl ft dartsth 
On his quarry tSrqm the 
And the stgg that khows no n^tpr^ 

Seeks there Ms '^ddejigl^ 

Bt^we for thy communtqn 

F.S:sis»“ss?»rh>.i,„ 

Our God, 5 m Other’s 


c 
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THE USB OP FLOWERS. 

God might have made the earth hring 
Eaough for great and amall. 

The oak tree, and the cedar tree. 

Without a flower at all. ^ 

He might have made indeed enough, 

For ev*ry want of ours ; 

For luxury, medicine, and toil, 

And yet have made no flowers. 

The ore within the mountain mine 
Requireth none to grow, 

Nor doth it nefed the lotus-flower* 

To make t^ river flow. 

The clouds might give abundant rain, 

The nightly dews might fall 
And the Wb that keepeth life in man, • 
Might yet have drunk them all. 

Then wherefore, wherefore were they made, 
All dyed with rain bow light : 

All fashion’d with supremest grace, 

Up springing day and flight. 

Springing in Valleys green and Ipw, 

And on the mountains high, 

And in the silent wilderness, 

Where no man passes by ! 

Our outward life requires them hW*— 

Then wherefore had theWl^i^) 

To minister delight to 
To beautify the eesth l 

Water 
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To comfort man — to whisper life. 
Whene’er his faith is dim ; 

For whoso careth for the flowers, 

Wilf much more o&re for him ! 

Jfary Jffom'if, 


MY NATIVE PLACE. 

O what a joy it was to me 
To go unto my native place; 

Where many were most dear to see. 

To see, and to embrace. 

My tender mother : Oh ! how long 
Would anxiously my coming wait, 

With patienoe and aflection strong, 

Beside the garden gate ; * 

My father ! with that aspect bland. 

Where less appeared of loving zeal ; 

Yet in whose cordial grasp of hand 
Was felt how he could feel ; 

And brothers, sisters, not a few. 

Who hailed me, halfway ushered in, 

The elder with a tender view. 

The youngsters ^th a merry din. 

And when through those old fields to pas^, 
Where in our childhood we had played ; 

Flowers gathering in the sunny grass, 

Or sporting in the shade. 

0, then it was a joy to me 
To go unto my native pltme. 

Where many were nrost dear to sec, 

To see and to embrace.^^ 
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Now, after many years, 1 go, 

A grave and Uioughtfajl man, 

Many to meet, and few to know^ 

Now pacing where where we ram 

Little I find to love or praise, 

In hannts that were most dear; 

But wander, in a thoughtful maze^ 

And nothing aee nor hear. 

The present ia not-^in the first* 

Labours the mind, as in a dream; 

And dulness from the heart ie oast. 

O'er field, and eot, and stream. 

My native hpot^, when it is fimnd* 

The Stranger in it dwells : 

And there is sorrow in the sound 
Of these old village bells. 

Richoird IjCowitU 

OHSISTMAS feYMN. 

Lo ! return’d the joyfhl season. 

When the blessed Bern of Ood 
From his Father’s thr(me desoended 
And with siuM man abode- 

Though he dweii m boundless glory* 
Where the tide of blim o'erdows, 

Tet to save a world of sinners. 

He beoame a man of woes* 

Far from God mankind had fallen. 
Nothing oonld redeem our race, 
J(il^othinft**~hnt thy blest atonement, 
Prinjce of Itighteousness and peace. 
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Press'd ledds irf guilt und anguish^ 
Hopele^ C6 mdre Tfe groan 
What; is lUaU, thou deat Redeemer, 

That ettoh lOve to him is shown 1 

Since for tie HE liv’d in sorrow. 

And expired in cruel pain^ 

How shall we, our sins retaining 
Crucify our Lord again t 

Lord, impart thy grace and blessing. 
Make our hearts and tongues agree 
With the host ot heaven triumphant 
Still to bless and Worship thee. 

Glory be to God^ the Father } 

Glory be to God, the Son ; 

Glory be to God| the Spirit } 
liail for ever, Three in One. 

Jiev, N, Buie, 

SBEEING THE LORD. 

** To morrOw I will seek the Lord,” 

The foolish heart will say ^ 

To morrow may no life afford — 

So seek the Lord to day. 

Seek him While yet he will be found— 
Seek Mim from early youth— 

Seek him in all his works isrouad, ^ 

And in his page of Wrutln ' 

Seek him With ell yout mii^t And mihd— 
Seek him with holy care^ 

Seek him In thoiighm of l^Venly kind— 
Seek him in pi^e and prayer. 
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Seek him when your delights decay. 

And when they iiouhsh, seek ; 

Seek him on eveiy Sabbath day, 

And through the passing week. 

Seek him, and him you soon shall find, 
And own how bleat are they, 

Who put the morrow from the mind, 

To seek the Lord to day. 

a.B. 


ON THE LOSS OP MY CHILD. 

Does heaven behold these sadly falling tears. 
Shed by a mother O’er her darling child ? 

Ah ! blasted hopes and heart distracting fears. 
That fill my heart with frantic sorrow wild. 

Yes, Heaven beholds ; from thence the stroke 
descends, 

And Heaven alone can heal the wounds it gave. 
Oh, Thou, who dost afflict for gracious ends. 
Send my sad soul to scenes beyond the grave ! 

’Tis there alone all tears are wiped away ; 

There death divided friends shall part no more. 
Oh, Thou Supreme ! whose years know no decay, 
Teach me thy dispensation to adore. 

Vlarinda (Mrt. M, Lehose), 


GENIUS AND INTEMPERANCE. 

Oh 1 could I write, that I myself could save. 
Prom this one cause, this sure untimely grave. 
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This endless want, that soon must stop my breathy 
^hese framing draugj^ts, which bring the surest 
death. 

Then ehcTuld Iny mitsis upon her wings advance, 
And Oenius triumph o’er Intemperance— 

1 know there’s mirth, and there’s a flash of joy, 
When friends with friends a social hour employ. 
When the fhll bowl is circled all around, 

And not a single ja;t;ring string is found. 

But truest wisdom of a young man's heart, 

Is from such tempting scenes to stand apart — 
Thousands of hopeful youths, who flrst begin 
To mix with friends in this bewitching sin. 
Soon lose their resolution-^ and what then! 
But conscience smitten, outcast wretched men— 
I could employ my pen for weeks, for years 
VV^rite on this subject— wet it with cay tears; 
i’or spacious as the Ocdan is the scope; 
l^cr drinking, drowns all genius, wealth and hope^ 
Lays best of characters below the dust, • 

And fills connexions with a deep distrust. 

But in weak verse, the ills can ne'er be told— 
Eternity alone can these unfold. 

That those who know these ills, may stop in time 
Is my last wish, as thus I end my rhymei* 


DEVOTION. 

Theke is devotion in the summer breeze — 

In the sweet murmur of the mountain rill — 
'Tis h^rd when tempests sweep the lonely hill, 
And whirlwinds prostrjite lay the aged trees. 

SThe writcr of these lines fell a victim to Intenoperancci 
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There ii^ de^otien in the larVe sweet son^, 
When morning rW from the lap of light ; 

A thousand insects brefithe it from among 
The summer fields^ and||ilrden flowerets bright, 

’Tis h^ard when peace rmgna 6'er the tranquil 
sed, 

When thd loud iddves beat on the rugged 

When labodr ^ols on the fertile lea, 

Or from the droods the blackbirds warbling 
pour; 

But oh ! how pufe when childhood bends the 
knee» 

And whispers praise to Him, whom heaven and 
earth adore < A non, 

SUPPLICATION. 

Oh God that madest the earth and sky ; the 
darkness and the day, 

Give edr to this thy family, and help us while 
we pray J 

For wide the waves of bitterness around our 
vessel roar. 

And heavy grows the pUot’s heart, to view the 
rocky shore ! 

The Cross our master bore for us, for Him we 
fain would bear ; 

But mortal strength to weakness tunis, and 
courage to despair i 

Then merc;^ on our failings, Lord ! our sinking 
faith renew ! 

And when thy sorrows visit 0 send thy pa- 
tience too ! Biihop Beltf, 
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HCTH AND NAOMI * 

LeWg thee, my motheFI thiele’st We een ^>art? 

Doth not ihy look belie thy Hpa command 1 
Will not the sunshine of one faithful heaft 
Cheer thy sad journey to thy native land? 
Asonless Widow'd wanderer though yon be. 
Thou art not childless while 1 am with thee. 
Thy slightest wish was wont in happier days. 

In our glad home, to serve as a behest ; 

Thy wish, if not thy word, she still obeys, 
When thy child seeks with thee a peaceful rest 
Where IsraelX faith, with Israel's name is 
found. 

And holy worship makes it sacred ground. 
Think’st thou the faith taught by thblips 1 loved 
Hath faded with the voice that gave it birth t 
That vision of a life to come, which proved 
lli 9 hope in death, is dimmed by thoughts of 
earth? 

No, through the night Of sorrow, that 
bright star, 

Hath pointed to a home of peace afar. 
Together we rejoiced in brighter years 
Sharing the selfsame home, the self same lot, 
Together we have mingled bitter tears : 

To leave thee now, my mother ask me not f 
Where’er thou wanderest, thither will I 
roam. 

Thy God shall be my God — tby home my 
home. 


Sketches from Scripture, by Mrs. Riley, No. 1. 
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TBUST rROVIDENCE. 

“Why sinks my heart in danger's hourl 
Why is my sonl with doubt oppress’d 1 

Mindless of God's superior power, 

Shall mammon’s care corrode my breast t 

Does not each creature, every flower, 

A special Providence attest 1 

In air the feather’d songsters play, 

Their hourly wants by God supplied : 

O’er sea's and wilds they flnd their way 
To lands unseen, with Gk>d their guide : 

Ho clothes the lily in array. 

That shames the pomp of regal pride. 

Provides he for the vagrant bird, 

And flo^wer that will at evening fade t 

Then why, my soul, distrust his word 1 
Has not unfailing Mercy said, 

Be all thy wants to me referr'd — 

Sufficient for thee is my aid 1 

Can all thy cares for earthly good 
Secure thine everlasting rest ! 

Life is more precious far than food. 

Thy aoUl more costly than thy vest : 

Why on to-morrow’s evil brood 1 
Be wise : the passing hour arrest. 

The life 1 gave 1 will sustain 
With needful goods; but chiefly seek 

The tichea of my heavenly reign 
Loam how I recompense the meek i 

The suppliant never asks in vain, 

Whose prayer the iotrly heart bespeak. 

WusL 
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tTHE SUN OP RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

Christ, whoa®^ glory fills the shies, 
Christ, the true, the only light. 

Bun of righteonaneas, arise. 

Triumph o’er the ahades of night : 
Day-spring from on high, be near ,* 
Day star of my heart appear. 

Dark and cheerless is the morn, 
UnaOoompanied by thee ; 

Joyless is the day’s return, 

Till thy mercy’s beams I see ; 

Till they inward light impart. 

Glad my eyes, and warm my heart. 
Visit, then, this soul of mine,. 

Pierce the gloom of sin and grief; 
Fill me, Radiancy Divine ! 

Scatter all my unbelief, 

More and more thyself display. 
Shining to the perfect day. 

ChatUs WesUjf, 


FLOWERS FOR THE BEE. 

Come, honey-bee, with thy busy hum, 

To the fr^igrant tnfts of the wild thyme come, 
And sip the sweet de^ from the cowslip’s head. 
From the lily's bell and the yiolet’s bed* 

Come, honey-bee,/ 

There is spread jfor thee 
A rich repast in wood and field. 
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And a thousand flowers 
Within our bowers 

To thee their neotar'd essence yield, . 

Come, honey-bee, to our woodlands come, 
There’s a lesson for us in thy busy hum ; 

Thou hast a treasure in store in the hawthorn's 
wreath. 

In the golden broom and the purple he&th ; 
And flowers less fair 
That scent the air. 

Like pleasant friends drop balm for thee, 
And thou winnest spoil 
By th^ dail^ toil. 

Thou patient, and thrifty, and diligent bee. 
We may learn from the bee the wise man’^ lore, 
<< The hand of the diligent gathereth stbre.” 

He plies in his calling flrom morn till ni^ht, 
Kor tirea of his labour nor flags in his flight; 
From nuinh^9:\es8 blossoms of every hue, 

He gathers tl^^nootar and sips the dew* 
ifhei^omeward he speeds 
O’ertk fi'agrant meads, 

And he hums l|ihe goes his thankful lay — 
Let our thanks too arise 
For our daily supplies. 

As homeward ahd heavenward we haste on 
our way. 


TBB DEFAlBTnBE OF SITMUER. 
^Hll of AjUnmer • 
is Ikded and fled, * 

The wreaths that adorn'd her 
Are dying, or dead ; 
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The atitumn is cominfif, 

And, strong in its 
Will open for winter 
A passage at last. 

Oh ! how to my spirit 
It scemeth to say, 

Thus too is thy summer 
Fast fading away ; 

And the things that thou lovest. 
Though beautiful now. 

And the friends thou hast chosen 
Are fragile as thou. 

Dost thou covet summer 
More certain of bliss 1 
Go, seek thee a country 
Far brighter than tnis*; 

Where jovs thou bast lost 
Thou shalt never deplore. 

Where the tHends thou host chosen 
3hBll l6ave tl^ee no more 1 


TO BJIATKIOB Lr 


ON HER BIRTH-DAy, tTHBN SHE WAS ONLY 
TBAR^ OLD. 

Little BeiLtri(ce t ). ma;^ 

Give to tlve^ my Jot : 

1Er*^t.£ 1 ..t* j ^ — X. 



May increase each opening year< 
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Nor will I omit t’cxpress 
Wish of greater tenderness , — 

That thou mayest in thy youth, 

Know the God of love and truth ; 

That his Spirit may impart 
His own image to thy heart ; 

That thou ever may’st be found 
Pilgrim unto Zion bound ; 

That thy course may be direct, 

That thy progress be uncheck’d ; 

That thy heart may ever prove 
Given to thy Saviour’s love ; 

And that when thy course is o’er, 

Thou may’st gain that happy shore. 
Where, on thy Redeemer’s breast. 

Thou may’st &ad eternal rest. 

R. TF. K. 


FIELD FLOWERS. 

Flowers of the field, how sweet ye seem 
Man’s frailty to pourtray ; 

Blooming so fair in morning’s beam. 

Passing at eve away ! 

Teach us, aud, oh I though short your reign, 
0we6t flowers, ye shell not live in vidn ! 

Go, form a monitoiy wreath 
For youth’s untmnking brow ; 

Go, and to busy manhood breathe 
What most he fears to know ; 

Go, strew the path where kge doth trea^i 
4ud tell him of the silex^t 
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lint, whilftt to thongbtleaa ones and gaj 
Ye breathe these truths severe. 

To those who droop m pale 
Have ye no word of cheer 1 
Oh < yes ; ye weave a double spell, 

^nd death and life betoken well. 

Go. then, when wrapt in fear and f^loom. 
Fond hearts and true are efghirg. 

And deck with emblematic bloom 
The pillow of the dying i 
And softly speak, nor speak in vain, 

Of your long sleep and broken chain* 

And say, that He who from the dust 
Recalls the slumbering flower. 

Will surely visit those who truat 
The Saviour’s love and power; 

Will mark where sleeps their peaceful clay, 
And roll, ere long, the stonO away. 


MARRIAGE HYMIT. 

Not for the summer hour alone. 

Whan i^kies resplendent shine. 

And youth and pleasure fill the throne, 
Our hearts and hands we joiou 

But for those stem and wintry days 
Of peril, pain, and fear, 

When Heave]|,*S wise disriplifle dptb IRake 
This eartb);f journey drear. 

this qpah of life alone, 

VUeb M a blast doth fi7« 
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And like transient flower ol 4 (^ 98 , 
JTuat l4Qjifn>ny dro^ 4 te« 

^utfor e 

Thisto^efloyeff xm; , 

Orant ns, 0 God ! one l^e nt Intt^ 

jr^rQnr%4ep^n^|)|^" 

ATfl* 

THB mwm psaw, 

Mr akenlMnl is Uie Hying liord^ 
Kothimg sl^efore 1 need ; 

Cn paatuiei near (d^mnt Bimom, 

Hn shall 9mnft and gM mr sonl, 
4nd Mog xny mind in frame : 
fW walk in {wths of righteonsnM 
* f or mast hpH^ name. 

Yent the* I walk in vala df deaths 
Yet I fak no ill : 

Tl)^ rod and sta^ do qpm^ me. 

And w wttA » 


11 # Ml aky Bfi) «I>T ftnroixr b 




SfflSMiS? 


0 r. 



yx.owAiis oy posTBt. 


I6t 


FAWtt Am WOHKS. 

Do youa^i Wbatis thd root of tl^« tree^ 

A reliance m JestiB, WBo Buffer'd for me ; 

*Tia by faitb^ that my BOUl is deliTer'd from gtiilt, 
And cleansed by the blood wMoh Im^anisOl spilt, 
Ifatth draws from the liohes of Jeans aboTOj) 
And enables the soul to repose on his lovO: 

This charter to fisitk is peculiarly xiven 
Of bearing the soul on her pinions to heaTen.'-* 
Thensay^ what are works 1-<*feoinfaithastlieroot« 
Good works are the true and legitimate fruit; 
Love inquires of faith #ith intml^ftont eye. 
*'For m ! when in dtt, did Immenudi die 1— 
<'Did he rmae my soul from the depths of des- 

** And take me» and make me a child of his caret 
<<Then what shall 1 render or how shell 1 pr<rp 
*<The gratelhl emotions I feel far his iovel 
‘‘Does he say— *if ye love me, obey <ey com* 
mandsV ** 

111 joyfully w^me the laws at his hands; 
S'rom grace shall my loving obedienoo spring**- 
While Christ Is my Savi<w ^lei OhvISAhe my 
King, Anon, 

THB DTIKO BOT VQ THB BlidS BtOaSOU. 
Buob. tby iMvoi them wm’ti obm iron^ 
Wbft« bloMpm of iha tl9«1 
Imvm will oome M bcr^iiofimi 
But tbia poor boar., ita ttoalM o'ar. 
ViUThw balow. 
t 
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A month, at least, before thy time 
Thou com’st, pale flower, to me ; 

I’or well thou knpwest the frosty rimo 
Will blast me ere my vernal prinle, 

Ko more to be. 

Why here in winter? No storm lowers 
O’er nature’s silent shroud ! 

But blithe larks meet the sunny showers. 
High o’er the doomed untimely flowers. 
In beauty bow’d ! 

But thou, pale blossom, thou art come. 
And flowers in winter blow. 

To tell me that the worm makes room 
For me, her brother, iu the tomb. 

And thinks me slow. 

For as the rainbow of the dawm, 

Foretels an eve of tears ; 

A sun beam on the saddened lawn, 

1 smile, and weep to be withdrawn 
In early years. 

Oh, might I breathe morn’s dewy breath. 
When Jane’s sweet Sabbaths chime ‘ 
But thine, before my time, O Death, 

I go where no flower blossometh. 

Before my time. 

Even as the blushes of the morn 
Vanish, and long ere noon 
The dew-drop dieth on the thorn,. , > 

So fair I bloomed : and was 1 b^^/ 

To die so soon? ' y 

To love my mother, and to die?— 

To pensh in my bloom ? — 
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la this my brief, sad history? 

A tear-drop from a mother’s eye 
Into the tomb ! . 

He lived and loved, will sorrow say ! 

By early sorrow tried : 

He smiled, he sighed, he passed away ; 

His life was but an April day, — 

He loved and died ! 

My mother smiles — then turns away ; 

But turns away to weep : 

They whisper round me, —what they say 
I need not hear ; for in the clay 
1 soon must sleep. 

Well, lay me by my brother’s side, 

Where late we stood and w«pt ; 

For I was stricken when he died, — 

1 felt the arrow as he sighed 
His last, and slept. 

Elliot. 


THE SETTING SUN. 

That setting sun — that setting sun I 
What scenes, since first its race begun, 
Of varied hue, its eye hath seen, 

Which are, as they had never been. 

That setting sun ! full many a gaze 
Hath dwelt upon its fading rays, 

With sweet, according thought sublime, 
In every age, and every clime ! 

*Tia sweet to mark thee, sinking slow 
The ocean’s fabled caves below. 
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And when th^ obscuring night is done, 
To see thee rise, sweet setting sun I 

So when my pulses cease to play, 
Serenely close my evening ray, 

To rise again, death’s slumber done. 
Glorious like thee, sweet setting sun ! 

An<jt0t, 


SEASONS OP PRAYEK. 

To prayer, to prayer ; — for the morning breaks, 
And earth her Maker’s smile awakes ; 

His light 6n all below, above, 

The light of gladness, the light of love. 

Oh then, on the breath of the early air, 

Send upward the incense of grateful prayer. 

To prayer ; for the glorious sun is gone, 

And the gathering darkness of night comes on, 
Ijike a curtain of heaven’s high hand it flows, 
To shade the couch where his children repose ; 
Then kneel while the watching stars are bright. 
And give your last thoughts to the Guardian of 
night. 

To prayer for the day that God has bleat. 
Comes tranquilly on with its welcome rest ; 

It speaks of creation’s early bloom ; 

It speaks of the Prince who burst the tomb ; 
Then summon the spirit’s exalted powers, 

And devote to heaven the hallow’d hours. 

Anon, 
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FRIENDS SEPARATED BY DEATH. 

F HI KN Drifter friend departs ! 

Who hath not lost a friend 1 
Tliere is no union here ol hearts, 

That finds not here an end ! 

Were this frail world our final rest, 

Livint; or d^'ing, none were blest. 

Beyond the lli^ht of time,— 

Beyond the reign of death, — 

There surely is some blessed clime. 

Where life is not a breath 
Nor life’s affection transient fire, * 

V\"hose sparks fly upward and expire. 

There is a world above, 

Where partiiig is unknown : 

A long eternity of love. 

Form’d for the good alone ; 

And faith beholds the dying here. 
Translated to that glorious sphere ! 

Thus star by star declines, 

Till all are past away ; 

As morning high aiid higher shines. 

To pure and perfect day ; 

Nor sink those stars in empty night. 

But hide themselves in heaven’s own light. 

Montgomery. 


THE BLIND MAN’S SONG. 

Nay, stranger, do not pity me, 

Nor pass me with a sigh. 
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Because the great and blessed light. 

Is hidden from mine eye. 

What ! though J cannot see the orb* 

I feel the warm sun shine ; 

My mind has conjur’d up a world 
Ab beautiful as thine. 

1 mark no change, I know not what 
The woj'ld has called decay ; 

My fertile spots are ever green. 

They never fade away. 

1 never doubt — I never fear — 

1 praise — but seldom blame : 

My creed it is a blessed one. 

And always is the same. 

I never k,uew a vain regret, 

1 never wish’d to see ; 

1 would not that ideal lose 
So beautiful to me. 

They tell me of strange sights and Bcenes 
Of splendour and of state ; 

But tell they not of others too. 

Too fearful to relate 

What, though I cannot gaze upon 
The beauty of the rose ; 

Nor ponder o’er the flow’ra 
That such variety disclose. 

I do not see them one by one 
Droop — wither — fade and die ; 

Their perfume ia as dear to me 
When they forgotten lie, 

1 cannot see the antique form 
Of viol, harp, or lute ; 
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Y know no beauty of the shape 

When their strange tones are mute. 

But when I strike tne loud wild chords. 
Or are they struck for me, 

1 as only those can feel 
Who feel but do not see. 

‘fiicy say the plumage of the bird 
U lovely to behold ; 

As ’mid the lovely morning air 
His wings he doth unfold. 
i do not see — but 1 can hear 
The soft sweet strains above — 

Thai seem to breathe the melody • 

Of nature and of love. 

1 know those tones arc hush’d awhile. 

But liatli its glee; 

The circle round the cheerful hearth 
Hath many charms for ine^ 

And if the chilly north wind cause 
But inomontary pain, 

Do 1 not know the spring time soon 
Will glad all hearts again? 

Then, stranger, do not pity me, 
if or pain mo with a sigh, 

Because the strange and outward form 
Is hidden from my eye. 

He cannot walk in darkness 

Who throughout his life has trod 
The paths of virtue, and who feels 
The presence ol his God. 

y, £. Carp4iiUef\ 
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THEJRE IS A A'^OICB. 

TnERW ia a voice in the western breezf?, 

As it floats o’er spring’s yonng roses. 

Or sighs among the blossoming trees. 

Where the spirit of love reposes : 

It tells of the joys of the pure and young, 

Ere they wander life’s wildering paths among., 
There is a voice in the summer gale. 

Which breathes amid regions of bloom 
Or murrnuio soft, through the dewy vale, 

111 moonlight’s tender gloom ‘ 

It tells of Jiope unblighted yet— 

And of hours that the soul can ne’er forget ! 
There is a voice in the autumn blast, 

That waft's the falling leaf, 

Wlien the glowing scone is falling fast — 

For the hour of bloom is brief' 

It tells of lift — its sure decay — 

And of earthly splendours that pass away ! 
There is a voice in the wintry storm. 

For the blighting spirit is there. 

Breathing o’er every vernal charm. 

O’er all that was bright and fair ; 

It tells of death as it moans around, 

And the lonely hall returns the sound. 

And there's a voice — a small still voice. 

That comes when the storm is past — 

It bids the sufferer’s heart rejoice 
In the haven of peace at last : 

It tells of joys beyond the grave. 

And of Him who died the world to save. 

Ware. 
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STANZAS WTtITTEN IN THE CHURCH- 
A^AKD OE IHCHMOND, YOKKSIIIKE. 

Air. THINKS it is good to be here. 

If thou wilt let iiH build — but for whom 1 
Nor Elias nor Afoses appear; 

But the shadows of eve that encompass with 
gloom 

The abode of the dead and the place of the tomb. 

Shall w'e build to amlution'l Ah no ! 

A if righted, he shrinketh away, — 

^'or pee, they would pin him below 
1 ark narrow cave, and begirt wirti cold clay, 
ic meanest of reptiles a peer and a prey, 
beauty: Ah no; she forgets ^ 

The charms which she wdclded before ; 

Nor knows the foul worm that he frets 
Th3 skin that but yesterday fools could adore 
For the smootbnesH it held, or the tint which 
it wore. 

Shall wre build to the temple of Bride, 
trappingvS which dazrle the proud 1 
Alas ‘ they are all laid aside, 

And here’s neither dress nor adornment allowed. 
Save the long winding sheet and the fringe of 
the shroud 

To Riches ? alas, ’tis in vain ; 

Who hid in their turns have been hid ! 

The treasures are squandered again ; 

And here, in the grave, are all metals forbid 
Save the tinsel that shines on the dark coffin lid. 



170 FLOWERS OF POETRY. 

To the pleasures which Mirth can afford, 

The revel, the laugh, and the jeer 
Ah ! here is a plentiful board ! 

But the guests are all mute as their pitiful 
cheer, 

And none but the worm is a reveller here. 
Should we build to Affection and Love 1 
Ah, no ? They have withered and died, 

Or fled with the spirit above : 

Friends, brothers and sisters, are laid side by 
side. 

Yet none have saluted, and none have replied. 

Unto sorrow The dead cannot grieve, 

FTot a sob, not a sigh meets mine cur, 

Which compassion itself could relieve. 

Ah, sweetly <,hey slumber, nor love, hope, or 
fear. 

Peace ! peace ! is the watchword, the only one 
here. 

(} nto death, to whom monarchs must bow ? 

Ah, no ! for his empire is known, 

And here there are trophies enow ! 

Beneath the cold head, and around the dark 
stone. 

Are the signs of a sceptre that none may disown , 
The first tabernacle to Hope we would build, 
And look for the sleepers around us to rise ! 

The second to Faith, which ensures it ful- 
filled; 

And the third to the Lamb of the great saKirifice, 
Who bequeathed m thorn both when ho rose to 
the skies. KnoioUi* 
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MIDNIGHT. 

'Twas midnight, and I stole away 
Prom fiv’ry haunt where life was gay : 
Where blooming wreaths and festive boards 
Were in a wild profusion spread, 

And ev’ry blisa that earth affords 
To tempt me, was around me shed. 

1 flew, unheeded and alone. 

To seek a spot ray heart could own ; 

Where I could view tho stars arise. 

And watch the silvery moon’s decline. 

And glance from earth to sea and skies. 
And make each passing moment mine. 

I passed a vale where all was still. 

And gained the summit of a hill, 

From whence I saw the ocean far 
In silent splendour calmly glide. 

While o’er it many a lustrous star 
Shed her soit radiance o’er the tide. 

And thus unto myself I said, 

When youthful years I’ve numbered. 
Then, far away from worldly strife. 

May I, with cool reflective brow. 

Scan o’er my long fled tide of life. 

With eye as calm as 1 gaze now. 

And as o’er ocean's bosom shine 
Rays hallowed, bright’ning and divine. 

May I then, trembling, grateful feel, 

Within this grateful breast of mine, 
Religion’s rays consoling steal. 

Assured of this, that Christ our Lord is 

Richard Hijan, 
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SONNET TO A CHILD. 

A RosE«ui> opeiiinfr, pearled with morning dew. 
Through the young' foliage glancing, light 
and free, 

A gentle fountain gushing joyously 
O’er the green sward — a bright star in the blue 
Of the still heav’nfl, or beacon on the sea ; 
These have T thought thee, light of fanciful 
hours ! 

Fair promise of Time’s unmeasured space ; 
But be thy bloom more durable than the flower’s. 
Thine all that fountain’s purity and grace ’ 
And may no blight fall on their hopes, who 
trace 

Their features, fortunes, happiness in thine ! ' 
Be thou the \4ar light of their day’s decline, 
Waking unearthly dreams. O may’st thou be 
All I would fondly deem — all they would 
picture thee ! 

THE CAST AWAY SHIP. 

Her mighty sails the breezes swell, 

And last she leaves the lessening land. 

And from the shore the last farewell 
Is waved by many a snowy hand ; 

And weeping eyes are on the main 
Until its verge she wanders o’er ; — 

But from that hour of parting pain. 

Oh ! she was never heard of more ! 

When on her wide and trackless path 
Of desolation, doom’d to flee. 

Say, sanK she ’mid the blending wrath 
Of stormy clouds and rolling sea 1 
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Or — where the land but mocks the eye — 

Went drifting on a fatal shore? 

Vain guesses all ! Her destiny 
Is dark • — she ne’er was heard of more ! 

The moon hath twelve times changed her form. 
From glowing orb to crescent wan, 

’Mid skies of calm and scowl of storm, 

Since from her port that ship hath gone ; 

But ocean keeps its secret well ; 

And though we know that all is o’er, 

No eye hath seen — no tongue can tell 
Her fate ; — she ne’er was heard of more ! 

Oh 1 were her tale of sorrow known, 

'Twere something to the broken heart; 

The pangs of doubt would then be gone, 

And Fancy’s dreams would then* depart ! — 

It may not be there is no ray 

By which her doom we may explore ; 

We only know — she sailed away, 

And ne’er was seen or heard of more ! 

John Malcolm, 

THE BEAUTY OF DEATH. 

And this is death? how solemn and serene I 
Who would have th^ght life’s billows here had 
been ? 

That o’er that peaceful clay the tide had pass’d 
Of care and sorrow — ebb’d away at last? 

Not more unconscious lies the calm sea-sand. 
Whitening and smiling on the surge-swept strandi 
Fled are the rosy hues like Fancy’s dream ! 
Immutable, like Truth, the features seem ; 
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Diatincter traced than when emotions warm, 
Threw Jights and shadows on the sentient form ; 
On the smooth brow Thought’s turbid workings 
cease, 

And on the closed lips is graved ‘'Peace/' 

And on the eyelids “Rest,” and seems to fall 
Silence, like feather's snows, to form the pall. 

Can this be he, who will’d, and it was done ? 
Can this be he, who all beneath the sun 
Could range in thought and send the inquiry fax 
Beyond the firmament’s remotest star ? 

The wither'd chrysalis, the shells bereft 
Of their frail tenants, not more helpless left ! 
But here i^' beauty — awful beauty, still ! 
Worthy such shrine the immortal mind to fill ! 
All have gone forth — the Serpent’s rebel train ! 
And man’s dhrufiled image beams again ; 

Died he in agony 1 Ko trace is here : 

Was he wrenched suddenly from ties most dear? 
Or with slow presage of the gloomy grave, 
Clung he in vain to arms that could not save 1 
Pled life before him like a wither’d scroll. 
Leaving its records on his panting soul 
In fiery characters! or did they pour 
The oil of peace on that contlicting hour ! 

None can reveal ! The traveller went alone — 
None could partake ! briei%»angs, brief fears are 
gone. 

Was he a man of worth! a man of pride ! 
Life’s reckless prodigal! or faithful guide! 
Dread questions these ! Be knows their answer 
now, 

Who lies before me with that pladd brow ! 
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THE VICARAGE. 

Blesit be the hand ibat ‘gave mo this retreat. 

In which unnumber’d mercies daily meet ; 

Ob ! may a home so rich in peace to me, 

Be found a temple, jjiracious Lord, to thee — 

Oh ! may it be to thee a house of pray’r, 

Who deign’st to make it thy paternal care, 

And sweet as incense, may my praise ascend. 
To God my Father, and to God my friend I 

My garden, with its flowers of ev’ry hue. 

And distant landscape beauteous to the view — 
My peaceful garden ! sweetest of its^kind, 
Should also bring thy goodness, Lord, to mind: 
At all times cheerful, and at all times gay, 

It smiles in winter as in genial May ; 

Made to dispel each rising cloud of gloom, 

And cheer my patlniway to the silent tomb ; 
May its green plants, and fragrant flow'rs which 
blow. 

Lead me to Him, "from whom all blessings 
flow.” 

To him who in a garden prayed and bled, 

That I might live, when number’d with the dead. 
Then when I’m called to leave this loved retreat, 
My spirit shall thy gracious welcome meet ; 
Then shall my garden point to that blest place. 
Once lost to Adam and his guilty race ; 

Then shall I leave it for the Eden won ” 

Again for man, by God’s eternal Son. 
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THE TWO WE A. VERS. 

As at their work two Weavers safe, 
Beguiling time with friendly chat, 

They touched upon the price of meat ; 

So high, a weaver could not eat. 

** What with my brats, and sickly wife,” 
Quoth Dick, “ I’m almost tired of life, 

So hard we work, so hard we fare, 

’Tis more than mortal man can bear. 

“ How glorious is the rich man’s state 1 
His house so fine, his wealth so great! 
Heaven is unjust, you must agree; 

Why all to him and none to me ? 

^ “ In spite'of what the Scripture teaches, 

I In spite of all the pulpit preaches. 

This world — indeed I’v^pnought so long 
Is ruled, methinks, extremely wrong. 

“ Where’er I look, howe’er I range, 

'Tie all confused, and hard, and strange ; 
The good are troubled and oppress’d, 

And all the wicked are the bless’d.” 

** Quoth John, our ignorance is the cause, 
Why thus we blame our Maker’s laws ; 
Parts of his ways alone we know, 

’Tis all that men can see below. 

Sep’st thou that carpet, not half done, 
Which thou, dear Dick, bast well begun ? 
Behold the wild confusion there ? 

So rude the mass it xhakes one stare. 
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** A stranger, ignorant of the trade. 

Would say, no meaning’s there conveyed. 

For where’s the middle, where’s the border t 
Thy carpet now is all disorder !” 

Quoth Dick, my work is yet in bits. 

But still in every part it fits ; 

Besides, you reason like a lout ; 

Why, man, the carpet's inside out.” 

“ Says John, thou say’st the thing I mean. 
And now I hope to cure the spleen ; 

This world, which clouds thy soul with doubt 
Is but a carpet inside out. 

As when wo view these shreds and ends, 
Wc know not what the whole intends ; 

£>o, when on earth things look but odd, 
They’re working still some scheme of God. 

No plan, no pat^gi, can we trace ; 

All wants proporlBk truth, and grace ; 

The motley mixtiB^we deride, 

N or see the beauteous upper side. 

** But when we reach the world of light. 

And view these works of God aright ; 

Then shall we see the whole design. 

And own the Workman is Divine. 

** What now seem random strokes, will there 
All order and design appear ; 

Then shall we praise what here we spurned. 
For there the carpet will be turned,” 

“ Thou’rt right,” “ quoth Dick,” no more Til 
grumble. 

That this world is so strange a jumble 
u 
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My impious doubts are put to flight, 

Tor my own carpet sets me right.** 

Hannah More, 


THE LORD ALWAYS BEFORE ME. 

Saviour ! when night involves the skies, 

My soul, adoring, turns to thee ! 

Thee, self- abased in mortal guile. 

And wrapt in shades of death for me. 

On Thee my waking raptures dwell. 

When crimson-gleams the last adorn ; 

Thee, victor of the grave and hell. 

Thee, source of life’s eternal morn. 

When noon\er throne in light arrays, 

To thee my soul in tri^mh springs ; 

Thee, throned in glory’s |H^es8 blaze, 

Thee, Lord of Lords, aiWIiing of “Kings ! 

O’er earth, when shades of evening steal. 

To death and thee my thoughts 1 give. 

To death, whose form 1 soon must feel ; 

To Thee, with whom I trust to live. 

Quhorne. 


NOVEMBER. 

Thb autumn wind is moaning low, the requeim 
of the year; 

The days are growing ahort again, the fields 
forlorn appear ; 
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The suny sky is waxing dim, and chill the hazy 
air ; 

And tossing trees before the breeze are turning 
br6wu and bare I 

Ko more 'tis swf^et to walk abroad among the 
ev’ning dews ; 

The tiow’rs have fled from ev'ry path, with all 
their scents and hues ; 

The joyous bird no more is heard, save where 
his slender song 

The robin drops, as meek he hops the wither’d 
leaves among. 

Those wither’d leaves, that slendar song, a 
solemn truth convey, — 

In wisdom’s ear they speak aloud of frailty and 
decay : • 

They say that man’s^portion’d year shall have 
its winter tJHE 

Shall rise and shSpind then decline, as all 
around him da 

They tell him, all he has on earth, his brightest, 
dearest things, 

• His loves and friendships, joys and hopes, have 
all their falls and springs : 

A wave upon a moon-lit sea, a leaf before the 
blast, 

A summer flow’r, an April show’r, that gleams 
and hurries past. 

And be it so; I know it well : myself, and all 
that’s mine. 

Must roll on with the rolling year, and, ripen 
to decline. 
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1 do not shun the solemn truth ; to him it is not 
drear, 

Whose hopes can rise above the skies and see a 
Saviour near. 

It only makes him feel with joy this earth is 
not his home; 

It sends him on from present ills to brighter 
hours to come ; 

It bids him take with thankful heart whate’er 
his God may send. 

Content to go through weal or woe to glory in 
the end. 


Then muripur on, ye wintry winds ! remind me 
of my doom ; 

Ye lengthen’d nights, still image forth the 
darkness of the tomb : 

Eternal summer lights the heart, where Jesus 
deigns to shine, 

I mourn no loss, I shuiLa|PcrosB, so thou, 0 
Lord, art mine ! 

Jiev. 11, T. Lyle* 


THE DIVINE OMNIPRESENCE. 

Oh, look up to the soft blue sky, 
Arching above thee, bright and fair; 
Cold is the heart, and dull the eye. 
Which feels not, sees not God is there. 
Look round thee on this spacious earthy 
With every varied beauty rife — 

Starts not an instant thought to birth 
Of Him whose presence gives it lifcl 
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Survey the billowy, boundless deep ; 

Ifl there no voice salutes thin<^ ear, 

Whisp.ering, when tempests o’er it sweep. 

In still small accents God is here ? 

Glance upward, in night’s silent hour, 

To countless orbs in glory bright ; 

These speak, unheard, their Maker’s power. 
Whose presence is their source of light. 

JHark to the winds, which come and go 
O’er seas unfathomed, wastes untrod ; 

Are they not heralds, to and fro. 

Of Him, the omnipresent (Jod? 

All forms of sentient being trace,— 

Proclaim they not his power and love. 

Vocal, in harmony and grace, 

Of Him in whom they live ana move 1 

Last, but not leg|||mh, turn within, 

With humblelUP® and fervent prayer; 

For in each heart redeemed from sin. 

The eternal God is present there. 

New 'fork Spectator^ 


A DEVOUT ASPIBATION. 

How long wilt thou forget me, Lord 1 
Shall it for ever be ? 

How long dost Thou intend to hide 
Thy face away from mel 

Forsake me not, O Lord my God, 

Be thou not far away : 
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Make haste to help me, O my God ; 

My safety and my stay. 

Salvation only doth belong 
To Thee 0 Lord above : 

Who on thy people dost bestow, 

Thy blessing and thy love. 

Make new my heart within my breast, 

And frame it to thy holy will : 

And let thy Spirit in me rest, 

Which may my soul with comfort 611. 

0. V. 


SOLILOQUY. 

Here’s a beautiful earth, and a wonderful sky. 

And to sec them God give us a heart and an eye ; 

Nor leaves us untouched by the pleasures they 
yield, Mk 

Like the fowls of the or the beasts of the 

field. 

The soul though encumbered with sense and 
with sin, 

Can range through her own mystic chambers 
within ; 

Then soar like the eagle, to regions of ligbL 

And dart wond’rous thoughts to the stars of 
the night. 

Yea more, it is gifted with vision so keen 

As to know the unknown, and to see the un- 
seen : 

To glance at eternity’s numberless days, 

Till dazzled, conlounded, and lost in the maze. 
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Nor will this suffice it r—O wonderful germ 
Of infinite blessing vouchsafed to a worm 1 
It quickens, it rises, with boundless desires, 
And heaven is the lowest to which it aspires. 

Such, such is the soul, though bewildered and 
dark : 

A vital, ethereal, unquenchable spark ; 

Thus onward and upward by nature it tends; 
Then wherefore descends it ?— Ah ! whither de- 
scends 1 

Soon droops its light pinion, borne down by a 
gust. 

It flutters, it faulters it cleaves to the dust; 
Then feeds upon ashes — deceived and astray ; 
And fastens and clings to the perishing clay. 
Forrobes that too proud were the lilies to wear — 
For food we divide with the fowls of the air — 
For joy that just spllhles, and then disappears — 
We drop from heaven’s gate, tothe valley of tears. 
How tranquil and hopeless the pleasure it 
sought 

While it rested wi thin the calm region of thought. 
How fraught with disgust, and how sullied with 
woe, 

is all that detains and beguiles it below ! 

O thou, who when silent and senseless it lay. 
Didst breathe into life the inanimate clay. 

Now nourish and quicken the languishing fire, 
And fan to a flame that shall never expire. 

Jam Taylor • 
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ROBERT GLOVER.* 

Hail ! Robert Glover,, faithful, when but few 
Were found to God, in their allegiance true, — 
We hail thy name revered, who boldly died. 
Rather than Christ, by thee should be denied ; 
And aak, what tablet, here, can now record. 
Thy fervent love to Christ, thy God, thy Ijord? 
To thee, the Holy Ghost, did light impait, 

And Christ, thy Lord, .alone possess’d thy heart. 

When torn away from all on earth so dear, 
Then did thy Samur in his love draw near. 
That blessed Lord, who in thy gloomy cell, 

Did with ilia righteous servant deign to dwell, 
And, there, a liberty on thee bestow, 
Whichnonebut those who serve him e’er can know 
Such joy — shch peace, did in that cell abound, 
As in thy life before thou ne’er hadst found — 
Eor Jesus gave to thee, hii*#joy and peace, 

And did to thee his saving graefe incretise ; 

That might know the greatness, of his power, 
To help hil saints, in every trying hour, 

And when before thy judges thou wast brought, 
How was thy soul by Christ with wisdom fraughr. 
Which made thee bold, and mighty to defend 
Those saving truths on which o«r hopes depend. 
And when, at length, they doom’d thee to the 
fire. 

Vain was their malice, and impotent their ire, — 
For in thy fiery car, thou didst ascend, 

Where thy triumphant joy, can never end. 

What, though a cloud, awhile did intervene, 
And Jesus fi r a time remain’d unseen, 

•A Protestant Martyr, bwrm at Coventry, a. 1555- 
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It was not lonj^ — thy Saviour floon appear’d, 
And wlien with light divine thy soul was cheer’d, 
Then, from the crowd was heard thy well known 
voice, 

Which hid thy faithful friend with thee rejoice. 
“Austin ! He’s come — He’s come !” Hy Saviour’s 
come, 

To take in love my ransom'd spirit home, 
Where he will seat me at his own right hand. 
For ever number'd with that chosen band. 

Who now array’d in robes of spotless white, 
(Robes, which transcend the glorious sun in light) 
Sing of salvation, and the palm branch waive. 
To Christ alone — omnipotent to savtf, 

n. Tt. 


PRAYRR. 

There is an eye that never sleeps. 
Beneath the wing of night ; 

There is an car that never shuts 
When sink the beams of light. 

There is an arm that never tires, 

When hunnrt strength gives way ; 
There is a love that never fails, 

When earthly loves decay. 

That eye is fix’d on seraph throngs ; 

That ear is fill’d with angel’s songs ; 
That arm upholds the world on high : 
That love is throned beyond the sky. 

But there’s a power which God can wield,, 
When mortal aid is vain : — 
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That eye, that arm, that loves to reach 
That listening ear to gain. 

That power is Prayer, which so»ra on high. 
And feeds on bliss beyond the sky. 

Anon, 


THE WORM. 

Torn, turn thy hasty foot aside. 

Nor crush that helpless worm : 

The frame thy way- ward looks deride. 
Required a God to form. 

' The common Lord of all that move, 
Prom whom thy being flowed, 

A portion of his boundless love 
On that poor worm bestowed. 

The sun, the moon, the stars he made 
To all his creatures free ; 

And spreads o’er earth the grassy blade 
For worms as well as thee. 

Let them enjoy their little day 
Their lowly bliss receive : 

0 ! do not lightly take aVay 
The life thou can’st not give. 

Ots^ome, 


THE BLIND MAIN’S LAMENT, 

O where are the visions of ecstasy bright 
That can burst o’er the darkness, and banish 
the night ? 
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O where are tlie charms that the day can unfold 

To the heart, and the eye that their glories can 
hold 'i 

Deep, deep in the silence of sorrow I mourn ; 

For no vision of beauty for me shall o’er burn ! 

They have told me of sweet purple hues in the 
west, 

Of the rich tints that sparkle on the Ocean’s 
wide breast ; 

They have told me of stars that are burning 
on high, 

When the night is careering along the vast sky ; 

But alas ! there remains, wheresoever I flee 

Kor beauty, nor lustre, nor brightn^s for me ! 

But yet, to my lone, gloomy couch there is given 

A ray to my Heart tliat is kindled In heaven : 

It smooths the dark path through this valley 
of tears, 

It enlivens my heart, and my sorrow it cheers : 

For it tells of a morn when this night shall 
pass by, 

And my spirit shall dwell where the days do 
not die. 

Eaithurn, 


THE WIDOW'S MEAL AND OIL. 

How rich is poverty’s scant board. 

When God bath blessed its lot ; 

How poor the heaps that wealth hag stored, 
If he hath Mess’d them not: — 

Witness grand Ahab’H regal dome, 

And this poor widow’s humble home. 
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There dwellfl she, with Bufticient food 
For nature’s simple calls ; 

While fear and caution sentrieH stood 
Beside a monarch’s walls ; 

3 Ter cruse by power iiiisceu was fed. 

Her meal supplied them daily bread. 

The age of miracles is past/’ 

Some sceptic may exclaim : 

But if on (h»d our ca-^e we cfist, 

His power remain tlie same ; — 

Nor do our spirits less demand. 

The bounty of his lib’ral hand. 

Is there no cruse whose store should feed 
Devotion’s hallow’d lire ? , 

No living bread, whose daily need 
Our depthleas souls require 3 
Are there not seasons when we sigh 
In secret o’er our scant supply 1 
Be ours the faith the widow knew, 

When she the seer Rup]dicd, 

So shall we own the promise true, 

God’s goodness will provide ; 

The meal shall last, tlie oru^e fail not, 

Till plenty be our spirit's lot. 

Barlou, 


THE AMERICAN BISHOP. 

A icenc at the closing of a Convention or Visitation i 
Virginia, by the Venerable Bisliop More. 

They cluster’d round— that listening throng- 
The parting hour drew nigh, — 
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And heighten'd feeling deep and strong. 
Spoke forth from eye to eye. 

For revTsrend in his hoary years, 

A white-robed prelate bent 
And trembling pathos wing’d his words, 
As to the heart they went. 

With saintly love, he urged the crowd 
vSidvation’a hope to gain. 

While gathering o’er his furrow'd cheek 
Tho tears fell down like rain ; — 

He waved his hand, and music woke 
A warm and solemn strain, ^ 

His favourite hymn swell’d high, and fill'd 
The consecrated fane. 

• 

Then from the hallow'd channel forth 
With faltering step, he sped, 

And vervent laid a fiither’s hand 
On every priestly head. 

And breathed the blessing of his God 
And, full of meekness, said, 

“ Be faithful in your master’s work. 

When your old Bishop’s dead. 

“ For more than fifty years, my sons, 

A Saviour’s love supreme. 

Unto a sinful world hath been 
My unexhausted theme . — 

** Kow, see the blossoms of the grave 
Are o‘er my temjplea spread, — 

Oh ! lead the seeking soul to Him 
When your old Bishop's dead.” 
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Far waned the holy Sabbath- eve 
On toward the midnight hour, 

Before that spell-bound throng retire 
To slumber’s soothing power, — 

Yet many a sleeper, "mid his dream. 

Beheld, in snowy stole. 

That patriarch-prelate’s bending form, 

Whose accents stirr’d the soul. 

In smiles the summer morn arose. 

And many a grateful guest, 

Forth from those hospitable domes, 

With tender memories, press’d. 

The boats that ask no sail, nor oar, 

With speed majestic glide, — 

And many a thoughtful pastor leans 
In silonne o’er their side. 

And, while he seems to scan the flood 
In silver ’neath him spread, 

Resolves the charge — " Be strong for God 
When your old Bishop’s dead.” 

Mrs, Sigommy, 


KEEP SILENCE. 

A SABBATH HYMN. 

Keep stldnoe, pride ! What dost thou here 
W ith the frail sons of clay 1 
How darest thou in God’s courts appear. 
Where contrite spirits pray 1 
Keep silence, wild and vexing care ! 

Six measured days are thine, 
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Thy seed to sow, thy chaff to share 
Steal not the day divine. 

Keep silence, sorrow ! Faith can tell 
With what sublime intent 

Thou to the bosom’s inmost cell 
By Heaven’s right hand wert sent. 

Keep silence, avarice ! with thy hoard 
So boasted, yet so base, 

Think’dt thou the money changer’s board 
Hath here a fitting place 1 

Keep silence, vain and worldly joy — 

Foam on time’s tossing wave ! 

Why lure him with a treacherous to/ 

Who trembles o’er the gravel 

Keep silence, earth, the Lord is heie. 

Thy great Creator bless 1 

His work of wisdom, form’d thy sphere, 

Keep thou this day of rest. 

Mrs, Sigo^irney* 


LIHBS, 

Written on hearing a Robin, uniting his song, with the 
Psalmody of the Congregation in M — ne—r Church, 
Sunday Morning, Nov. 25th., 1838. 

SwnsT Bird i ’twas kind thy notes to raiiffe, 
And join us in our song of praise. 

Thy joy it seem’d with us to sing, 

The praises of our heavenly King ; 

It seem’d to be thy great delight, 

In our load Anthem to unite; 
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And from thy little warbling throat, 

We heard thee raiae thy loudeat note. 

Ah if thy voice, waa meant to blame, 
Those, whose silence is their shame . — B R, 


THOUGHTS 

Suggested by a dying Father's request to his Children, 
that he might see his garden once more. P‘eb. 8tli, 1815. 
]j¥T me once more my garden see. 

That garden once so dear to me. 

Alas ! ’tis now overspread with gloom, 

It aeems an emblem of the tomb ! — ^ 

Yet Lord, there is a garden fair, 

Where balmy odours fill the air : 

Where flowers of celestial day. 

Shall, never, never, fade away. 

Since, there, “The Tree of Life,” I view, 
Content — I bid the earth adieu ! 

B, R. 


ON THE LOSS OF MY CHILD. 

I>oK3 heaven behold these sadly-falling tears. 
Shed by a mother o'er her darling child I 
Ah ' blasted hopes, and heart distracting fears 
That fill my heart with frantic sorrow wild. 

Yes, Heaven beholds, from thence the stroke 
descends, 

And heaven alone can heal the wound it 
gave. 

Oh, Thou, who dost afflict for gracious ends. 
Lead mj sad Bonl to scenes beyond the grave. 
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'Tis there alone all tears are wiped away ; 

There death divided friends shall part no more, 
Oh, Thou Supreme ! who^e years know no decay, 
Teach tne thy dispensation to adore. 

HYMK. 

L every one that nameth the name of Christ depart 
from iniquity. 2 Tim. yi. 19. 

Let all who name his blessed name. 

Who once for sinners shed his blood, 
Depart from sin, and count it shame, 

To live like those that know not Gcd. 
What kind of persons should they be. 
Whose names appear enrolled above, 

The people whom the Lord makes free. 

To whom he manifests his lovd ! 

What kind of persons should they be. 

How blameless should their lives appear ; 
Who hope the Lord in heaven to see, 

And dwell with him for ever there I 
With hopes so blessed and so bright. 

Of heaven they well may think and talk; 
And being children of the light 
As children of the light should walk. 

The sons of God — ^they well may scorn 
The highest honours here on earth : 

To heaven’s eternal honours horn. 

To stop— would ill become their birth. 
And when a few short years are past, 
What’s promised now will then be given— 
A goodly portion, theirs at last, 

The glories and the joys of heaYon* 
a 
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EinTAPH ON AN OLD LADY. 

Huripd in IFcndon Churoh-Vard, Middlesex. 

Kbapeiv ! Rhe wander’d all this desert thro* 

In search of happineis: nor found repose 
Till she had reach’d the borders of the waste. 
Pull many a flower that blossom’d in her path 
She stopt to ^^ather; and the fruit she pluck'd 
That hun^' from many a tempting bough : all 
but 

*^The Rose of Sharon,” and ''the Tree of 
Life,” 

This shed its fragrance to the gale, and 
Spread its blushing beauties ; that its healing 
leaves 

Displayed, and friiit immortal — all in vain.. 

She neither tasted, nor admired ; and found 
All that she chose and tasted, fair— -but false : 
The flowers no sooner gather’d, than they 
faded : 

The fruits enchanting ; dust and bitterness : 
And all the world a wilderness of care. 
Wearied, dispirited, and at the close 
Of this eventful course, she sought the plant. 
Which long her needless haste o'erlook’d : and 
proved 

Its sovereign virtues : underneath its shade 
Outstretched, drew from her wounded feet the 
thorns, 

Breathed the last sigh — shed the last tear — 
And here the aged pilgrim rests awhile in hope. 
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PETER’S REPLY. 

John xxs. I7, 


On ! doubt no more iny love to thee. 

Who suffer’d thus to ransom me 
From sin, from Satan, and from hell : 
Thou knowest. Lord, I love thee well. 

I love thee, why ? thy gracious call 
First bade me leave my earthly all. 

To follow thee, and take my cross. 
Counting all other things but loss, 

1 lov’d thee on that darksome night. 
When thou thy servant didst invite, 

To trust thy foot-steps on the wave. 
Believing thou hadst power to save. 

1 lov’d thee when on Tabor’s height. 

Thy form was seen in glory bright ; 
Delighted with a scene so blest, 

I wish’d for ever there to rest. 

I thought I lov’d thee, when I said. 

Oh ! be not number’d with the dead ; 
How rash the speech no tongue can tell. 
And yet I think, I lov’d thee well. 

When my vain lips presum’d to say. 

That ** I should never turn away ; 
Though others might forsake, yet I 
Would ne’er my living Lord deny.” 

I thought not then how soon my fall 
Would prove me weaker than them all ; 
My own proud heart I dared to trust 
Which quickly brought me to the dust. 
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Worse than myself no fiend could prove^ 

1 Biim*d against both light and love» 
Thouspakest true: — the cock crew twice. 
And I denied my Master thrice. 

But, Oh ! that look ! that look of thine. 
Which kindly told me thou west mine : 
Dissolved the trembler into tears — 

It broke my heart, yet quell’d my fear*. 
Since then, I think, I’ve lov’d thee more, 
Than ever sinner loved before ; 

The chief of sinners is forgiven ! 

Proclaim it loud thro’ earth and heaven. 
Thy prayer hath sav'd me, thine embrace 
Upheld my sonl by sov’reign grace ; 

Thy arm restor'd me, when I fell ; 

I love th^e. Lord, thou knowest welL 


ODE TO NATURE. 

Beautiful nature t how sublime 
In every varied scene art thou, 

And how enchanting through all time. 
Thy lofty and un wrinkled brow ! 
How calmly smiPat thou on the tears 
And follies of six thousand years ! 
Science and art — the splendid things 
Of human greatness — what are thqy f 
Time fans them with his rapid wings. 
And crumbles them to sure decay ; 
But ocean, river, rock, and hill. 

Thy leatures ure maj^ic still 1 
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The paBBions of the human breast. 
Tumultuous rage their little hour ; 

Then ealm subside to endless rest. 

Tamed down by death’s almighty power ; 
But thou, through years of grief and shame^ 
In might and beauty art the same ! 

The tombs of royalty — the grey — 

The tottering walls of ancient might — 
These are sad tokens, and display 
Man’s littleness ; while pure and bright 
Thou smilest on, as year by year. 

Time’s bubbles rise and disappear ! 

Anon. 


STANZAS. 

Oh ! brightly glides the silent stream, 
Along the air no breeze is flowing ; 
Serenely shines the young moonbeam. 
And all the eastern stars are glowing. 

No living leafs among the trees. 

Save on the aspen’s lightest bough : 

The northern lights are o’er the seas, — 
The mist sits on the dim hill’s brow, — 
And all is oalm, but thee, my Soul, 

Oh! all is calm but thee ! 

The birds have sung themselves to sleep ; 
Nor e'en the forest owls are hooting : 
While oft, along night’s shadowy steep. 
With silent glance the stars are shooting. 
And sleep is in the city's bounds, 

As well as on the dusky hill. 
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The curfew's voice no longer sounds, 

The ham of multitudes is still, — 

And all at rest, but thee, my Soul, 

Oh ; all at rest but thee ! 

Y et not far distant is the time 

AVhen this bright frame of things must sever, 
And the disorder’d stream of Time 

Leap o’er its bound, and break for ever ; 
Then mountains shall be wrapt in ilame. 

The spheres conclude their ancient song : 
Cities lie waste without a name, 

Stars mingle in the ruin’s throng, — 

And all decay, but thee, my Soul, 

Oh ! air decay but thee ! 


THERE IS A TEAR THAT FALLS UN- 
SEEN. 

Tbsrb is a tear that falls unseen. 

Nor seeks the downcast eye ; 

And from its dark and cheerless bed. 
Ascends the frequent sigh* 

Like drops within some hidden cave. 

That waste the rocks away ; 

It falls within the bosom’s core, 

And makes the heart decay. 

Its victim too may seem to smile. 

Forgetful of its woe. 

While life is running fast to waste, 

Till all as ceased to flow. 

This tear hath wasted many a heart. 

Ere youth had seen its prime 
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liile on life’s sea by sorrow tost, 

Tiicy seem’d the wrecks of time. 

Thi.^ tear hath blighted beauty’s cheek, 

So full of health and bloom; 

h'or love which promised fair grew false, 

And gave her to the tomb. 

Tlijs tear hath broke a mother’s heart, 

When thinking on her child, 

Ero death stepped in, ami its soft eye 
So full of kindness smiled. 

Tills tear hath seen the exile pine, 

Upon a lonely shore ; 

’Till hope forsook his homeward dreami, 

And life’s pulse beat no more. 

This tear hath seen the captive Vail 
Beside his long* worn chain ; 

Tho’ he undaunted braved the fight, 

And charged amidst the slain. 

This tear like that insidious worm, 

Which gnaws the giant oak. 

Hath levell’d many a noble heart. 

And many a heart-string broke. 

This tear ne’er courts the busy crowd, 

With sympathy to feel ; 

>ror bids its victim seek those scenes, 

Where joy is wont to heal. 

Yet, there is one who feele our pain, 

Whose hand can send relief, 

Who thro’ this world may yield no joy 
€an mitigate our grief. 
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And oh ! should sorrow's path be mine. 
That path which Jesus trod : 

May the weak heart grow strong in faith. 
And soar unto its God. 

And full of hope, and joy, and bliss, 

May 1 trom earth aroise, 

When death has set the spirit free, 

And wing’d it to the skies. 

Wttr, 


THE EMBLEMS OP DEATH. 

Skb the reaves around us falling. 

Dry and wither’d, to the ground ; 
Thus to thoughtless mortals calling. 

In a sad' and solemn sound ; — 

Sons of Adam, (once in Eden, 

Where, like us, he blighted fell,) 
Hear the lessons we are reading, 

Mark the awful truth we tell. 
Youth on length of days presuming. 
Who the paths of pleasure tread. 
View us, late in beauty blooming. 
Number’d now among the dead. 
What though yet no losses grieve you. 
Gay with health and many a grace : 
Let not cloudless skies deceive you ; 

Summer gives to Autumn plaoe. 
Yearly in our course returning, 
Messengers of shortest stay, 

Thus we preach this truth oonceming. 
Heaven and earth shall pass away, 
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On the tree of life eternal, 

Oh, let all our hopes be laid ! 

This aipne, for ever vernal. 

Bears a leaf that shall not fade. 

Jiishop Morne. 


THE FIELD OF THE WORLD. 

•* Th« sower sowcth the word.** Mark iv. 14, 

Sow in the morn thy seed. 

At eve hold not thy hand ! 

To doubt and fear give thou no heed. 
Broad cast it round the land. • 
Beside all waters sow. 

The highway furrows stock. 

Drop it where thorns and thistles grow. 
Scatter it on the rock. 

The good, the fruitful ground. 

Expect not here nor there ; 

O’er hill and dale by spots ’tis found. 

Go forth then everywhere. 

Thou know'st not which may thrive. 
The late or early sown ; 

Grace keeps the precious germ alive, 
When and wherever strown. 

And daily shall appear. 

In verdure, beauty, strength, 

The tender blade, the stalk, the ear. 
And the full corn at length. 

Thou canst not toil in vain : 

Cold, heat, and moist, and dry ; 

Shall foster and mature the grain, 

For garner in the sky. 
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Then, when the glorious end, 

The day of Grod is come. 

The angel-reapers shall descend. 

And bring the “ harvest home !” 

Montgom&r^ 


THE EISHER’S BOAT. 

BY HEN ay james meller, esq. 

Bkail ui) ! brail up ! the Eisher cried. 

My boy, don't look so pale, 

Although the storm comc'^ thundering on, 
Fve seen as fierce a gido : 

Down with the helm, and t. •''“er mind, 
Though^scarce onr boat can swim ; 
There^'s one all-good that rules the wind, 
Have faith alone in Him ! 

Name not thy mother, my poor boy. 

That thought unmans me too. 

For you and her are all the joy 
This hapless heart e’er knew ; 

Yet, still if He who rules should will 
The ocean for our grave. 

Don't pipe, but be obedient still — 

'Tie He alone can save 1 
She lives ! she lives ! before the blast 
The boat still held her way. 

Till safe at last all dangers past 
She anchor’d in the bay. 

My boy ! my boy ! the Fisher cried, 

And wiped his eyes now dim, 
Eemembor who rules land and sea, 

Have faith aloRe in Him ! 
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I AM BUND. 

^rxTE woodland ? oh ! how beautifal. 

How pleaaant must it be ! 

How soft its grass, how fresh the leaves 
Upon each forest tree. 

1 hear its wild rejoicing birds 
Their song of gladness sing; 

To see them leap from bough to bough 
Must be a pleasant thing ! 

I must but image it in mind, 

I cannot see it — I am blind i 

I feel the fragrance of the flowers; 

Go pull me one, I pray ! 

The leaves are green upon its stalk— 
’Tis richly red,” you say 1 
Oh 1 it must full oi beauty be ! 

It hath a pleasant smell ; 

Could I but see its loveliness. 

My heart with joy would swell I 
1 can but image it in mind ; 

I ne’er shall see it — I am blind ! 

The trees are glorious green,” you say, 
“ Their branches widely spread : 

And nature on their budding leaves 
Its nursing dew hath shed 



What is a sh^v woodland walk 1 
Say ; can’st thou answer me 1 — 

No ! 1 may image them in mind, 

But cannot know them — I am blind I 
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The songsters that so sweetly chant 
Within the sky so fair, 

Until my heart with joy doth leap. 

As it a wild bird were. 

How seem they to the light blessed eye? 

What ! are they then so small ? 

Can sounds of such surpassing joy 
From things so tiny fall 1 — 

I must but image them in mind ; 

I cannot see them — I am blind J 
A something warm comes o*er my hand 
What is it ? pray thee tell ; 

Sunlight comes down among the trees 
Into this narrow dell ? 

Thou seest the sunlight and the sun. 
And both are very bright ; 

^Tis well they are not known to me. 

Or 1 might loathe my night ! 

But I may image them in mind ; 

1 ne’er shall see them — I am blind ! 

Hy hand is resting on^thy cheek ; 

’Tis soft as fleecy snow : 

My sister, thou art very fair 1 
That thou art good, £ know. 

Thou art — thou art I I feel the blush 
Along thy cheek doth wend ! 

Thou must be fair ; so carefully 
Thy brother thou dost tend ! — 

But 1 must image thee in mind : 

I cannot see thee — I am blind ! 

The changes of the earth and sky,. 

All Nature’s glow and gloom,. 

Must ever be known to me; 

My soul is in a tomb ! 
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Oh ! I can feel the blessed sun, 

Mirth^ music, tears that fall. 

And darkness sad, and joy, and woe : 

Yea*Nature’a moTements all I 
But I must image them in mind ; 

1 cannot see them — I am blind ! 

Mobert NichoU 


FAREWELL. 

Kat, shrink not from that word ** Farewell T 
As if *twere friendship’s final knell ; 

Such fears may prove but vain? 

So changeful is Life’s fleeting day. 

Whene’er we sever — Hope may^y 
We part, to meet again. 

E’en the last parting earth can know, 

Brings not unntteremle woe. 

To souls that heavenward soar. 

For humble Faith, with steadfast eye 
Points to a brighter world on high, 

Where hearts, that here at parting sigh, 

May meet—to part no more. 


jBaWoM. 
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THE VAUDOIS VALLEYB. 

Go, Cliristian, to the pastoral vales 
Of the Alpine Mountains old, 

If thou wouldst hear immortal talcs 
By winds^ deep whispers told ! 

Go, if thou lov’st the soil to tread 
Where men hath nobly striven. 

And life like incense, hath been shed 
An offering unto Heaven, 

i’or o’er the snows, and round the pines. 
Hath swept a noble Hood ; 

The nurture of the peasant’s vines, 

Hath been the Martyr’s blood ! 

A spirit stronger than the sword, 

And loftier than despair. 

Through all the heroic regions pour’d 
Breathes in the generous air. 

A memory clings to every steep 
Of long enduring faith, 

And the sounding streams glad record keep. 
Of courage unto death. 

Ask of the peasant where his sires. 

For truth and freedom bled. 

Ask, where were lit the torturing fires. 
Where lay the holy dead. 

And he will tell thee, all around — 

On fount, and turf, and stone, 

^ar as the wild deer’s foot can bound, 

Their ashes have been sown. 
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Oo, where the Sabbath-bell is heard 
tip through the wilds to Hoat, 

When the dark old woods and waves are stirr’d 
To gladness by the n’ote. 

When forth, along their thousand rills, 

The mountain people come. 

Join thou their worship on those hills 
Of glorious Martyrdom. 

And while the song of praise ascends. 

And while the torrent’s voice 
Like the swell of many an organ blends. 
Then let thy soul rejoice. 

Itejoice, that human hearts, through scorn. 
Through shame, through death, made strong. 
Before the rocks, and heavens hive borne 
Witness of God so long I 

Mrs. Ilemans., 


THE BEAUTIES OP CREATION. 

I praised the earth in bcai^ty Seen, 

With garlands gay of various green ; 

I praised the sea, whose ample field. 

Shone glorious as a silver shield ; 

And earth and ocean seemed to say, 

** Our beauties are but for a day !” 

1 praised the Sun, whose chariot rolled. 

On wheels of amber and of gold ; 

I praised the moon, whose softer eye, 
Gleamed sweetly through the summer sky ! 
And Moon, and Sun, in answer, said, 

” Our days of light are numbered. 
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O God ! O good, beyond compare ! 

If thus thy meaner works are fair I 
If thus thy beauties gild the span. 

Of ruined earth, and sinful man. 

How glorious must the mansion be. 

Where thy redeemed shall dwell with Thee ! 

Biihop Heber* 


MORNING AND EVENING. 

As every day thy mercy spares. 

Will bring its trials or its cares, 

O SaVIour, till my life shall end, 

Be Thou my counsellor and friend ; 

Teach ijie thy precepts all divine, 

And be thy great example mine. 

When each day’s scenes, and labours close, 
And wearied nature seeks repose. 

With pardoning mercy richly blest, 

Guard me, my Saviour, while I rest ; 

And as each morning sun shall rise, 

O, lead me onward to the skies ! 

And at my life’s last setting sun. 

My conflicts o’er, my labours done, 

Jesus, th> heavenly radiance shed. 

To cheer and bless my dying bed>— 

And from death’s gloom, my spirit raise. 
To see thy face, and sing thy praise. 

Aaoa. 
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THE PILGRIM’S SONG. 

*' There remaineth a rest for the people of God."— 
flEB. iv. 

Mv rest is in heaven ; my rest is not here ; 
^tieii why h^hould 1 murmur when trials are 
near 1 

Be hush'dj my dark spirit ! the worst that can 
come, 

But shortens my journey and hastens me home. 
It is not for me to be seeking my bliss. 

And building my hopes in a region like this ; 

1 look for a city which hands have m»)t piled ; 

I pant for a country by sin undefiled. 

The thorn and the thistle around me may grow ; 
I would not lie down upon roses below : 

1 ask not iny portion, 1 seek not a rest. 

Till I find them for ever in Jesus' breast, 
j^fllictions may damp mo, they cannot destroy : 
One glimpse of his love turns them all into ioy ; 
And the bitterest tears, if He smile but on them. 
Like dew in the sunshine, become a bright gem. 

Let doubt, then, and danger, my progress oppose ; 
They only make heaven more sweet at the close. 
Come joy, or come sorrow, whate’er may belal. 
An hour with my God will make up for it all, 

> scrip on my back, and a staff in my hand, 

I march on in haste through an enemy’s land : 
The road may be rough, hut it cannot be long; 
And ril smooth it with hope, and I'll oheer it 
with song. 


0 


Riv. S, Lyte^ 
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THE EXILE. 

Why memory recall Che cheerful hours, 

The tranquil time that never can return 1 
When gaily wandering in my native bo were, 

1 once was smiling as the summer morn 
And why recall my early friendships dear ] 
Why lead my thoughts to fond illusions jjast ' 
They claim the plaintive tribute of a ttar ; 

1 weep for dreams of joy that fled so last. 

Ah ! still will Fancy all the scenes revive. 

The favourite scenes that charm’d my yont 
fai breast ; 

She bids them now in i colours live, 

And paints the cottage of domestic re?^ 
When pleasure lighted up the sparkling / 
And on swift pinions flew the social day ! 

Ah ! then 1 pour’d the simple melody, 

To hail the brilliance of the morning ray 
Ah ! still retentive only to my woe. 

Will memory trace the picture ot my cot; 
And while in vain the tears of sorrow flow, 

I rove in fancy to the sacred spot ; 

There fragrant woodbines form’d a maiitlin 
bower ; 

And there I planted the luxuriant vine; 
There love and friendship bleas’d the festive hou 
While every rural happiness was mine. 

Ah ’ thus will ‘sadly-pleasing' memory dwell 
On all the hopes, the fond illusions o’er ; 
And still with touching power she lovest o te 
Of happy moments to return no more. 

Mrs, J/e-inans, 



FLOWERS OP PORTEY, 


21i 


MELA.NCHOLY. 

n JSN AUtumn shadows tiinfc the waving trees, 
h .li fading foliage flie!^ upon the breeze ! 
li* i» overling niellows all the glowing scene, 
Vijd the mild dew descends in drops of balm: 
\V lion the sweei. landscape placid and serene, 
Inspiref' the bosom with a pensive calm; 

‘ n ' then 1 love to linger in the vale, 
iiij hear the bird of eve’s romantic tale 1 
1 lo\e the rocky sea beach to explore, 

V ere the clear wave llowa murmtiring to the 
bhore, 

To hear the shepherd s plaintive music sound, 
Lcho answers ir(>m the woods around; 

To watch the twilight spread a gefitle vail 
'>i melting shadows o'er the grassy dale, 

' i view the smile of evening on the sea ; 

! tliese are pleasures ever dear to me. 

7 1 Wander with the melancholy muse, 

' KTc waving trees their pensive shade dilfiise 
Mu n by some secret charm the soften’d mind 
> ^ jiigb in contemplation uncontined, 

'ji * meiain holy and the muse resign’d. 

JJrs. llcmans* 


1 VEJSING ON BOAKD THE SEA HORSE. 

evening hour ! thy gale is balm, 

And fragrant are thy pearly dews ; 

Thine is the mild and genial calm. 

Beloved by zephyr and the muse. 
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With fading smile the rosy day, 

Now lingers in the radiant west ; 

The breezes o’er the water play 

The summer waves are lull’d to rest. 

1 love to mark the glowing skies, 

Bellected in the glassy deep ; 

To watch the star of evening rise, 

When all the ocean seems to sleep. 

But see ! the twilight mantle grey. 

O’er all the fading view is spread , 

The glowing skies are passed away. 

The bright and purple clouds are fled. 

While memory loves unseen to mourn. 

Alone to shed the sacred tear : 

Still to tl^e muse thy blest return, 

Oh 1 pensive twilight, shall be dear. 

Now let me pour the soothing lay, 

And hear the waves that murmuring glide; 

And wander till the moonlight ray. 

Serenely trembles on the tide. 

Come, gentle Fancy, rove with me, 

At this thy favourite shadowy hour ; 

Awake soft music, from the sea. 

And waft me heavenward by thy power. 

iirt, Hemant^ 


HOPE. 

There is a thought can lift the soul 
Above the narrow sphere that bounds it,— 

A star, that sheds its mild control 
Brightest, when griefs dark clouds surround itj 
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Pouring a soft, pervading ray. 

Life's ills can never cbase away. 

When earthly joys have left the breast. 

And e’en the last fond hope it cherished 
Of mortal bliss— too like the rest 
Beneath woe’s withering touch has perished,— 
With cheerful lustre streams Might, — 

A halo on the brow of night. 

And bitter were our sojourn here, 

In this dark wilderness of sorrow, 

Did not that rainbow beam appear, — 

The herald of a brighter morrow, — 

A friendly beacon from on high, * 

To guide us to meenitt. 


ON HOME. 

That is not home, where day by day, 

1 wear the busy hour away. 

That is not home, where lonely night 
Prepares me for the toils of light — 

’Tis hope, and joy, and memory, give 
A home in which the heart can live — 
These walls no lingering hopes endear, 
N o fond remembrance chains me hero, 
Cheerless I heave the lonely sigh — 
Eliza, canst thou tell me why 1 
'Tis where thou art is home to me. 

And home without thee cannot be. 

There are who strangely love to roam. 
And find in wildest haunts their home ; 
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And some in hallfl of lordly state; 

Who yet are homeless, desolate. 

The sailor’s home is on the main, . 

The warrior’s on the tented plain, 

The maiden’s in her bower of rest, 

The infant’s on her mother’s breast — 
Bat where thou art, is home to me, 

And home without thee cannot be. 

There is no home in halls of pride. 

They are too high, and cold, and wide. 

No home is by the wanderer found : 

’Tis not in place ; it hath no bound, 

It is a ciucling atmosphere, 

Investing all th e heart holds dear : — 

A law of strange attractive force, 

That holds? the feelings in their course. 

It is a presence undefined, 

O’erahadowing the conscious mind, 

Where love and duty sweetly blend 
To consecrate the name of friend ; — 
Where’er thou art, is home to me. 

And home without thee cannot be. 

My love, forgive the anxious sigh. — 

I hear the moments rushing by, 

And think that life is fleeting fast. 

That youth with health will soon be past. 
Oh ! when will time consenting give 
The home in which my heart can live? 
There shall the past and future meet. 

And o’er our couch, is union sweet, 
Extend their cherub wings, and shower 
Bright influence on the present hour. 
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Oh ! when ahall Israel’s mystic guide, 

The pillar’d cloud, our steps decide. 

Then, resting, spread its guardian shade, 
To bless the homo which love hath made ? 
Daily, my love, shall thence arise 
(hir hearts united sacrifice ; 

And home, indeed, a home will be, 

Thus consecrate and shared with thee. 

Candtr. 


SUNSET THOUGHTS. 

I’vB stood to gaze on the sunset hill* 

When the winds were hush’d, the waves were 
still, • 

As the sun sunk slowly down the west, 

1 thought of the good man dropping to rest, 
When his race is run, — he yields his breath, 
And softly sinks in the slumber of death. 

When 1 gaze on the gorgeous western sky, 

I thought of the blissful bowers on high. 
Whose brightness— blessedness serene, 

Ear hath not heard, — eye hath not seen. — 

When I saw the golden glories die, 

I thought on life’s uncertainty : 

And as night came on in her ebon gloom. 

Oh ! 1 thought of the dark and dreamless 
tomb, 

How soon man’s fairest prospects flee, 

The curtain drops—" And where is he!” 
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THE VACANT CHaTR. 

Thy name, tlij worth, my buried lov®. 
To others shall be told, 

Inscribed upon a marble tomb 
jn characters of gold ; 

But ill thy chamber I will mourn. 

I’ve dear memorials there ; 
ril look upon thy silent lute, 

And yonder vacant chair. 

How precious to the widowed heart 
Such simple records prove ; 

In forv.i perfection they restore 
Lost words and looks of love. 

They give ua tears, and take from pain 
The dnguish of despair ; 
ril look upon yon silent lute. 

And yonder vacant“chair.* 

T. H BayUy. 


LINES 

On sending out to his parents, in a distant colony, a little 
boy who had been left on infant with hia relatives iu 
this country. 

The guardians of his infant days 
Yield to a higher right ; 

The hour arrives, the vessel weighs, 

That bears him from our sight. 

But ere she stretches to the deep, 

He, wondering, weeping, sinks to sleep. 

At morn, no loved familiar faco 
His waking hour attends : 
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No well-known object can he trace. 

Nor hear the voice of friendn, 

Who, from the dawn of childhood dim. 
Had still been all the world to him. 

Nor can he, from the deck, see more 
The castle with its towers. 

The dome-crowned bill, the winding shore. 
The gardens and their flowers. 

His eye now rests on nothing save 
The flying cloud, and rolling wave. 

But lighter feelings soon find scope 
To chase the transient gloom. 

And wonder, fancy, gladness, hope. 

Their wonted sway resume. * 

Grief no abiding place can find 
Within the buoyant infant mind. 

He scans the secrets of his ark, 

He loves the deck to roam ; 

And soon that lone and little bark 
Becomes to him a home. 

The waste of waters and the sky 
No longer strike his startled eye. 

The sailors love him — as he runs. 

Smile at his merry falls; 

While some will sigh for little ones. 

Whoso image he recalls ; 

And kind to him, feci as if kind 
To those they love and leave behind. 

And still to love him, that is all 
Our portion in him now, 

Fixed by what memory will recall 
Or fancy may allow : 
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Far from his father’s distant shore, 

He can return to us no more. 

We see him wonder, as arose 
Tbe enchanted castle’s wall. 

Or laugh at all the comic woes 
Which Gilpin did befal ; 

Or mourn the fatal arrow sped 
That stretched Cock-Kobin with the dead. 
We hear him say those little hymns 
So simple and sincere, 

Or gaily chaunt those nursery rhymes 
To childhood ever dear. 

In all his lisping words a grace 
W e almost grieve time should efface. 
While evening deepens into gloom 
To tell i*ijie tale oft told : 

To watch the fiovrers ol fancy bloom. 

Or reason’s buds unfold ; 

To mark the good and true imprest 
Upon his young and artless breast. 

These were our pleasures and our cares, 
Which others now must know ; 

If he who in his mercy spares, 

Shall overrule it so— - 
May He control the tempest’s force, 

And guide the vessel in her course. 

And though by nature called away 
To a new home of joy, 

Oft may his thoughts to usward stray, 

Our little wandering boy. 

Yet be no shade of sorrow cast. 

O’er his fond memory of the past 
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THE FIllST INQUIRIES, 

Father Ewho made all the beautiful ilowers, 
Aud the bri^^ht green shades of the summer 
bowers ? 

Is it the warm beaming sun that brings 
The emerald leaves and their blossomings, 
Flowers to the lield and fruit to thee tree ] 

Not the sun, my child, but one greater than he ! 
l''ather ! whose hand formed the blue tinted sky, 
Its curtained clouds and its radiancy I 
What are those stars we view shining in air ? 
What power ever keeps them suspended there ? 
Was it man form’d the okies and the glories we 
seel 

Not man, my dear child, but one greater than he ! 
Father ! from whence came our native land, 
With its rivers and seas and mountains so grand : 
Its tall frowning rocks, and its shell spangl’d 
shore — 

Were these not the works of some people of yore? 
Owe these not their birth to man’s great degree? 
Not to man, my dear child, but one greater than 
hel 

From Ood came the trees, the flowers, and the 
earth, 

To God do the mountains and seas owe their 
birth ; 

His glory alone, love, created on high, 

The sun, moon, and stars, and the beautiful sky. 
It was he form’d the land, and no people of yore— 
Bend thy knee, my sweet child, and that God 
now adore. 
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ODE TO POVERTY. 

HAHi ! mighty poorer ! who o’er my lot 
Presidest uncon troll’d and Iree ; 

Sole ruler of the rural cot, 

I bid thee hail, dread poverty * 

Thine aid I crave to guide my strain, 

Kor shall I supplicate in vain. 

When on this world of woe and toil, 

A helpless stranger I was cast. 

Like mariner on desert isle, 

The sport and victim of the blast, 

Thy russet robe was o’er me flung. 

And to thy cold lean hand 1 clung. 

Much have 1 seen — ^much more Pve heard, 
Of chance and change in this vain world; 
Prom low to high estate preferr’d — 

From high estate the haughty hurl’d ; 
But chance or change ne’er pass’d o’er me — 
I’m still thy subject. Poverty ! 

(Oh, how unwise are they who scorn 
Thy homely garb and homely fare ; 

Who scale the topics burning bourne. 

Ideal happiness to share ! 

They tread the wild, and plough the wave. 
In quest of gold — but find a grave.) 

There are who know the but by name, 

Who spurn thy salutary laws, 

And count thy badge a mark of shame. 

And bold it sin to own thy c^use. 

Fool that they are !— they never knew 
The guiltless pride, thy spirit true. 
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Pull oft in danger's darkest day 

Thy sons have proved their country's shield. 
When wealth’s effeminate array 
Appear’d not on the battle field : — 

'Twas theirs to grasp the patriot brand. 

That dropped from luxury's nerveless hand. 

Full oft, where wealth-engender’d crime 
Roll’d o’er the land its whelming tide, 
Their fervent faith and hope sublime 
Have stable proved, though sorely tried ; 

In virtue’s heavenward path they trod. 
When Pleasure’s sons forsook' their God. 

And yet nor stone, nor poet’s str^n. 

Records their honours undetiled ; 

Even poesy would weave in vain 
The laurel leaf for penury’s dhild : 

Should fashion sneer, or fortune frown, 

'T would wither ere the sun went down. 

But greater, happier far is he. 

More ample his reward of praise — 
Though he should misery's kinsman be, 
Though hardships cloud his early days — 
Who triumphs in temptation’s hour, 

Than he who wins the warlike tower. 

What though he may not write hia name 
On history’s ever living page ! 

What though the thrilling trump of fame 
Echo it not from age to age ! 

'Tis blazoned bright in realms on high, 
EuroU'd in records of the sky. 

What though the hireling bard be mute, 
WbiBii humble worth for notice calls, 



222 FLOWERS OF FOKTRT. 

There wants not voice of harp or lute 
To hymn it high in heavenly halls : 
Around the cell where virtue weepij. 

His nightly watch the seraph keeps. 

If peace mind your thoughts employ. 

Ye restless murmuring sons of earth ! 

Ah ! shun the splendid haunts of joy. 

Peace dwells not with unholy mirth. 

But oft amidst a crowd of woes, 

As in the desert blooms the rose. 

Thick fly the^hostile shafts of fate, 

And wreck and ruin mark their course. 
But the pure spirit, firm, sedate, 

Kor feels their flight, nor fears its force ; 

So storms the ocean's surface sweep, 

While caliii below the waters sleep. 

Oh 1 may eternal peace be mine, 

Though outward woes urge on their war, 
And Hope do thou my path define, 

And light it with thy radiant star. 

Thou, Hope ! who through the shades of sorrow, 
Couldst trace the dawn of joy ’a bright morrow. 


EARLY RISING AND PRAYER. 

Serve God before the world ; let him not go 
Until thou hast a blessing ; then resign 
The whole unto him and remember who 
Prevail’d by wrestling ere the sun did shine : 

, Pour oil upon the stones, weep for thy sin. 
Then journey on, and have an eye to heav'n. 

Vawfjihan, 
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THE DISSIPATED HUSBAND. 

He cornea not; 1 have watch’d themoon go down ; 
But yet he comes not. Once it was not so. 

He thinks not how these bitter tears do flow. 
The while he holds his riot in that town. 

Yet he will come, and chide, and 1 shall weep. 
And he will wake my infant from its sleep, 

To blend its feeble wailing with my tears. 

Oh ' how I love a mother’s watch to keep 
Over those sleeping eyes, that smile which cheers 
My heart, though sunk in sorrow, fixed and deep, 
T had a husband once who loved me ; now 
He ever wears a frown upon his brow, 

Ai.d feeds his passion on a wantop’s lip. 

As bees from laurel-flowers a poison sip. 

Blit yet I cannot hate. Oh I there were hours 
When 1 could hang for ever on his eye; 

And Time, who stole with silent swiftness by, 
Strcw’das he hurried on, his path with flowers. 
1 loved him then ; he loved me too ; my heart 
Still finds its fondness kindle if he smile ; 

The memory of our loves will ne’er depart ; 
And though he often stings me with a dart, 
Venom’d and barb’d, and wastes upon the vile, 
Caresses which his babe and mine should share ; 
Though he should spurn me, 1 will calmly bear 
His madness ; and should sickness come and lay 
Its paralysing hand upon him, then 
I would with kindness all my wrongs repay, 
Until the penitent should weep, and say, 

How injured and how faithful 1 had been. 
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THE NUK. 

Why, lovely maid, tliua waste thy blooming 
prime. 

Of earth regardless and the things of Time ! 
Thou may’st become an inmate of the ^kies. 
Without dissolving Nature’s tender ties; 

The gracious Power who rules o’er heaven and 
earth 

Is not the foe of youthful, harmless mirth ; 

And though he oids thee think on things above, 
Forbids thee not to own an earthly love ; 

All sentient creatures happy are and gay. 

In the mild morning of life’s little day, 

And seldom scorns to bless the cheerful light. 
Thro’ apprehensions of the coming night ; 
Though Christ demands an undivided heart, 
Yet kindred beings justjy claim a part ; 

Thus heavenly objects may tby thoughts employ. 
In harmony with Friendship, Love, and Joy. 


THE SINNER’S FRIEND. 

Thou Friend of sinners ! who hast bought 
Our freedom with thy precious blood ; 

Whose grace my wandering feet hath sought. 
To bring me to the fold of God ; 

My sins forgive, my fears remove, 

And fill my heart with grateful love. 

Thee, let my ardent soul pursue ; 

To Thee with fervent love aspire; 

Oh may thy spirit still renew 
Within my heart that heavenly fire; 
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And ever prompt my jealous care 
To guard the sacred treaaure there. 

In suffering, be thy love my peace ; 

In weakness, be thy love uiy power ; 
And when this mortal life shall cease. 
Bless with thy love my dying hour : 
Point me to realms of endless day, 
And wipe the latest tear away. 


THE BLIND MOTHER. 

m 

Gently, dear mother, here 
The bridge is broken near thee, an^ below 
The waters with a rapid current flow, — 
Gently, and do not fear. 

Lean on me, mother ; plant thy staff before thee, 
Eor she who loves thee most is watching o’er thee. 

The green leaves, as we pass, 

Lay their light finger on thee unaware. 

And by thy side the hazlos cluster fair. 

And the low forest grass 
Grows green and lovely where the woodpaths 
wind, 

Alas, for thee, dear mother, thou art blind ! 

And nature is all bright ; 

And the faint gray and crimson of the dawn. 
Like folded curtains from the day are drawn ,* 
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And evening’s dewy light 
Ciuivers in tremiilona aoftneRS on the sky,— 
Alas, dear mother, for thy clouded eye ! 

The moon’s new silver shell 
Trembles above thee, and the stars lloat up 
In the blue air, and the rich tulip's cup 
Is pencill’d passing well. 

And the swift birds on brilliant pinions flee,- 
Alas, dear mother, that thou caiist not sc(* i 

And the kind looks of friends 
Peruse the sad expressions in thy face, 

And the child 9toj)S amid his bounding race, 
And the tall sfrijding bends 
Low to thine ear, with duty uiitorgot, — 

Alas, dear ufother, that thou seeflt them not ! 

But thou canst hear !— and love 
May richly in a human tone he pour’d, 

And the slight cadence of a whisper’d word 
A dan filter’s love may prove ; 

And while I speak thou knowest if 1 smile. 
Albeit thou dust not see my face the while. 

Yes thou canst hear ! and Ho 
Who on thy sightless eye its darkness hung, 
To the attentive ear, like harps, bath strung, 
H eaven, and earth, and sea ! 

And ’tis a lesson in our hearts to know, 

With but one sense the soul may overflow ! 

71/r.s-. OciHiuj* 



F COWERS OF poetry. 


227 


LINES 

POUND IN THE SKELETON CASH AT THB EOTAL 
ACADEMY, 1820. 

Hehold this ruin ! 'twas a skull, 

Oiice of ethereal spirit full. • 

This narrow cell was life's retreat, 

This space was thought’s mysterious seat ; 
What beauteous pictures fill'd this spot, 
What dreams of pleasure now forgot ! 

Nor love, nor joy, nor hope, nor fear, 

Has lett one trace or record here ! 

Beneath this mouldering canopy,* 

(^)rice shone the bright and busy eye. 

But start not at the dismal void«t 
If social love that eye employed, 

If with no lawless fire it gleamed, 

But through the dew of kindness beamed. 
That eye shall be for ever bright, 

When stars and suns have lost their light. 
Here, in this silent cavern hung 
The ready, swift, and tuneful tongue ; 

If falsehood’s honey it disdained. 

And where it could not praise, was chained. 
If bold in virtue’s cause it spoke. 

Yet gentle concord never broke. 

Then that tongue shall not condemn thee. 
When death unveils eternity. 

Say did these fingers dig the mine, 

Or with its envied rubies shine ] 

To hew the rock, or wear tlie gem. 

Can nothing now avail to them ; 
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But if the page of truth they sought. 

Or comfort to the mourner brought, 
These hands by grace shall humbly claim. 
Ethereal honour, wealth and fame. 

Avails it whether bare or shod, 

These feet the path of duty trod 1 
If from the bowers of joy they fled. 

To soothe affliction’s humble bed. 

If grandeur’s guilty bribe they spurned, 
And home to virtues* lap returned. 

These feet with angel’s wings shall vie, 
And tread the palace of the sky. 


SKETCHES FROM SORIPTCRE— No. V. 

BT MRS. RILKT. 

Noahf the Evening before the Flood, 

Oh, can it be that yonder setting sun, 

Glowing in splendour, though his course is run, 
Shall beam in peace no more upon this scene 1 
That this sweet valley, smiling and serene. 
With peaceful flocks and dow ry verdure graced. 
Shall on the morrow be a watery waste ? 

Yet God hath spoken — can I doubt hia word 
Whether in mercy, or in judgment heard *? 
Farewell, ye lost ones ’ often have I warn'd 
Of God’s approaching vengeance, but ye scorn’d 
My prayers, my tears— e'en now the voice of 
mirth 

Rings from the homes of this devoted earth ; 
The gorgeous feast is spread, while by bis side 
The joyous bridegroom sees his happy bride : 
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Alas their couch will be the overwhelming wave. 
Without a God to hear^ an ark to save, 

Yet to efface from earth sin^s guilty stain, 

This flood of waters will be found in vain. 
Then, why am 1 in wond’roua mercy sj^ared, 
M^hen the Almighty sword of vengeance, bared. 
Gleams o’er the reckless earth 1 1 have “found 
grace 

And from amidst my guilty ruin’d race, 

Shall Noah’s name to future ages prove 
A link between two worlds — a beacon-light of 
love. 


THE SABBATH EVENING. 

The light of Sabbath eve. 

Is fading fast away ; 

What record will it leave. 

To crown the closing day I 
la it a Sabbath spent 
fruitless, and vain, and void? 

Or have the moments lent 
Been sacredly employed? 

How dreadful and how drear, 

In yon dark world of pain, 

Will Sabbatlis lost appear. 

That cannot come again. 

Then, in that hopeless place. 

The tortured soul will say, 

I had these hours of grace. 

Bat cast them all away 
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God of the Sabbath hours, 

Oh, may we never dare 
To waste in thoughts of ours, 

These sacred days of prayer. 

Edmeston. 


A COMPARISON. 

The lapse of time and rivers is the same ; 

Roth speed their journey with a restless dream : 
The silent pace with which they steal away, 

No wealth can bribe, no power persuade to stay ; 
Alike irrev^^cable both when psisb, 

And a wide ocean swallows both at last. 

Though each resemble each in every part, 

A difference strikes at length the musing heart, 
»StreHms never flow in vain, where st reams abound 
Ilowlaughsthcland, with various plenty crowned 
But time which should enrich the noble mind, 
Neglected, leaves a dreary waste behind. 

(JcajuiT, 


THE FOLLY OF ATHEISM. 

And can there be, who doubt tlicre is a God, 
And life eternal 'f Where the i i ver flows, 

Deny the fountain-head who will, the wave 
That curling, murmurs furthest from its source, 
That source attests. Show me Bomo well- wrought 
work 

Of matter or of mind ; though you produce 
No author, 1 conclude that such there was, 
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Or this had never been, and give him praise. 
And is Creation not a work of skill, 

In its grapd outline, in ita parts minute. 

That we should mark its movements, trace its 
laws, 

Observe its line consenting harmonics, 

Yet feel no force of reason to infer 
The ]>eing of a great intelligence ? 

'Tis vain to trick out chance in idle pomp 
< )f glory, to advance it t<) a throne, 

To cho(/se its ministers among the winds. 

To put the thunder in its grasp, 

And bid it shake creation. 


Ts^ATIONAL BALLADS. -No. I. 

Tlic Gun})Owdt'r Tioason, Nov. 5, lUO.?, nod the ainval 
of W'illiam III., on the .same day, 1088. 

Yifi smile ’ 1 catch those shouts of joy — 

1 hail the bon lire’s blaze ; 

And even love the ungainly toy* 

That tells of other days ; 

I can not look with eye of scorn. 

As the rude image round is borne ; 

1 muse the wh^ on love and power, 

Which saved out land in darken’d hour. 

Y es, dark and d©a 41 y all was done — 

The plotted train was laid ; 

And England by to-morrow’s sun 
Had seen a sight of dread ,* 

But he who x)ierces deepest night 
Darted abroad a ray of light ; 

* Tlie effigy of Guy Fawkes. 



2yi FLOWKRS OF POUTK^. 

No glory. Lord ! for man we claim — 

All glory be to thy great name. 

Tears passed away— a kingly hand , 

Was stretched in league with Rome; 
Oppression stalk'd around the land^ 

Invading hearth and home ; 

S^ilent and still her chain she wound 
Round England's Church on English ground* 
Men started, trembling, from repose, 

And the deep prayer to heaven arose. 

The prayer was heard--a foreign fleet 
On Britain’s coast was moor’d ! 

But who was there the Prince to greet* 

As Britain’s future Lord ? 

With silent lip, with speaking eye, 

And thoughtful brow, he look’d on high ; 

Hie God was near his cause to own, 

And sent him to a bloodless throne. 

Twice peril’d, and twice rescued. Lord, 

To thee we lift our prayer ; 

The things which from our sires we’ve heard. 
Thy truth and power declare. 

A spirit works — dark, restless, proud ; 

Rome’s thunders roll — dread, deep^ not loud ; 
The might displayed of crave. 

Our state, our Church, to wR^ld and save. 
And smile not, friends, if with glad eye, 

1 see the village throng, 

• When the Prince of Orange, afterwards William II ! . , 
landed in England, he was for several days not joined by 
any one ; the county of Devon having been terrified by the 
executions which had followed Monmouth's rebellion. 
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And watch the bonfire blazing highj 
And list the good old song : 

T c:ill to mind what God’s right hand 
Hath done for this our guilty land ; 

And joy to think he still is near, 

Hanger to mark, and prayer to hear. 

M, A ii^todart. 


JOHN WILLIAM FLETCHER, 

or UADELEY. 

WRITTEN ATFER READING HIS LIFE. 

Depabtbd Saint ! as here 1 trace * 

Thy pure, devoted love, 

Thy growth in every Christian grace, 
Imparted from above : 

Thy deep humility, thy faith, 

Thy charity, thy zeal, 

Thy active life, thy peaceful death, — 
These to my heart appeal. 

Delight and shame at once they wake, 
With low, yet pleading tone ; 

The first excited for thy sake ; 

The latter for my own. 

1 can but see how mighty clear 
Thy lamp wfw wont to shine ; 

1 can but think with grief and fear. 

How dim and faint is mine. 

Yet. the same Lord for both has died. 
For both has risen again ; 
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The light which was thy guard and guide. 
Would make my pliijii* 

Oh ! for faith, hope, and love like thine, 
That I might follow thee : — 

•Saviour ! thy power is still divine, 

Dis^ilay that power for me 1 

Barfo7i, 


JOHN HOWARD. 

A RPiEiT of unwearied zeal. 

Patience, which nothing could subdue, 

A heart the w’oes of man to feel. 

In every varied form and hue ; 

An open hg.ud, and eye, and ear, 

Por all in prisons doomed to pine ; 

A voice the captive’s hopes to cheer ; — 
These, noble Howard I these woi'e thine. 

In cells by Mercy’s feet untrod 
*Twas thine the mourner’s lot to scan; 

Thy polar star the Love of God, 

Thy chart and compass love to man. 

To mitigate the law’s Ktern wrath 
Thou trod’st, with stc^adfast hc.ut and eye, 
An ojicii, Uiifrc<xuouted path 
To fame and immortality ! 

What was thy meed 1 a stranger’s grave. 
Divided from thy native land 
By many a white and stormy wave, 

By many a weary waste of sand. 

Yet to that lone aud distant tomb, 

Thy name its memory may entrust. 
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Till cloudless glory burst its gloom. 

And thou bhalt rise to meet the just ! 

Barton,, 


TKAISE AND PRAYEK. 

Can words alone the first display] 

Prove we the last l)y bended hnet 1 
The right to praise, the power to pray, 
Afust both be given us. Lord, by Thee. 

Thy Spirit must the heart prepare. 

And faith in thy dear son be known, 
Before the voice of praise, or prty'er, 

(?an rise like inceuso to thy throne. 

Then give the power thy graqe imparts. 
The love by Jesus shown of yore; 

That praiseless lives, and prayerless hearts, 
May prove our guilt and shame no more. 

Barton, 


TO TtlE SWALLOW. 

Akrial voyager, who spreadeat thy wing 

O’er trackless waves to seek a sunnier clime ! 

To man’s immortal spirit thou should'at bring 

Thoughts of a lot more glorious and sublime. 

Thou, when stern winter comes to strip our 
bowers. 

Prompted by Usilnct only, takest thy flight 

To distant lands, where fair and beauteous 
flowers. 

Still hut of earth — with splendou r charm the 
sight. 



iJ36 FLOWKBS OF POKTKy. 

But souls immortfilj in the gathering gloom 
Of death’s dark winter, trust Faith’s guiding 
ray, 

And soar where flowers of amaranthine bloom 
Shine forth in stainless and eternal day. 


CHRIST STILLING THE TEMPEST. 

• Master, carest thoa not that we perish Mark iv.-38« 

Such was the disciples’ cry, 

When tho created waves beat high, 

And the heavena above were dark 
O’er the tempest- driven bark. 

Such, 0 Lord ! in trial’s hour. 

When airlictiona round us lower, 

Now, on life’s tempestuous sea. 

Our complaining cry to Thee. 

But thou didst not, though upbraided, 
Leave thy followers then unrided; 

Prompt to succour, swift to save. 

Thou rebukest wind and wave. 

At the word which spoke thy will, 

Then the stormy wind waft still ; 

At thy voice tho waves subsided, 

And the gentlest murmurs glided. 

Though their faith, too often frail, 

I n thy power divine might fail. 

Though thou might’st reprove their fear. 
Still thy saving arm was near. 

Thus, O Lord 1 on us look down. 

When above us clouds may frowa ; 
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Tosning on a stormy sea. 

Helpless, hopeless, but for Thee. 

Should we deem ourselves forgot. 

Let thy mercies fail ua not ; 

But in doubt’s distrustful hour 
Magnify thy love and power. 

Barton* 


CROWLAND BRIDGE. 

Arines on an ancient Bridge at Croylaad or Crowland, in 
Lincolnshire, supposed to have been built by the 
Monks, in emblem of the Trinity. The bridge con- 
sists of three equal arches, and three equal roads over 
it, all meeting In one centre. It was built in the reign 
of Etlielbert. * 

Or Bacred truth, and pious thought, 

This bridge an emblem gives. 

It seems to raise the serious mind. 

To him who ever lives. 

Three equal arches joined in one, 

Here formed the Pilgrim’s road. 

The Christian faith is built on three, 

Its Key Stone is one God. 

• ON THE SAME, 

Yb Monks ! who in your gloomy cloisters kept 
That sacred volume which for ages slept : — 

In superstition’s dark and dreary night. 

You still preserved some feeble gleam of light 
For when your labours did a bridge design. 

It taught one great— cue saving truth divine, 
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That weary Pilp^rims from afar might see, 
A striking emblem of— The one in Thkb*. 


WILLIAM COWPEIL 

Vcrtea written in the first leaf of a ''iinall volume, entitled 
Cowper’s Rural Walks. 

’Tis not the Painter’s power to please 
That here attraeta the eye, 

For prouder w orka of art than these, 

Are passed regardless by. 

Nor here’magnificently grand 
Are nature’s beauties seen ; 

On Ouse’s bank her beauteous hand 
Bestows a softer mien. 

Why then are these wild landscapes fraught 
With charms, whose meek appeal 

To sensibility and thought. 

My heart is prone to feel ? 

Cowper ! thy muse’s magic skill, 

Hath made them classic ground ; 

Thy gentle memory haunts them still, 

And casts its spell around. 

The hoary oak, the peasant’s nest, 

The rustic bridge, the grove, 

The turf thy feet so oft have prest. 

The temple and alcove. 

The shrubbery, moss-house, simple urn. 

The elms, the lodge, the hall ; — 
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Bach is thy witness in its turn, 

Thy verse the charnx ol all. 

Thy verse — not less to nature true 
Than to Keligion dear — 

O’er every object sheds a hue. 

That long must linger here. 

Amid those scenes those hours were spent 
Of which we reap the fruit ; 

And each is now thy monument. 

Since that sweet lyre is mute. 

"Here like the Nightingale’s,” were poured 
** Tliy solitary lays,” 

Which sought the glory of the L5rd, 

Nor asked for human praise. 

Here beneath clouds of darkest ^loom, 
i'hy cup of woe was drained ; 

And hero iin mortally to bloom, 

Thy fetaiulosH wreath was gained : — 

Not given thee by the fabled Nine, 
but V^irtuo’s just reward, 

And su(!h as Angels might entwine 
To crown a Christian bard? 

Barton, 


A HYMN. 

When amidst our earthly cares, 
Ijord, we lift to thee our prayers ; 
Regard ns with an eye of love. 

And hear us from thy throne above 
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When we sink with worldly fears, 

' When we weep with laithlesH tears, 
Uphold us with thine arm of love. 
And bless us from thy throne above. 

When we strive with parting breath. 
With the last opposer. Death. 

Invite us with thy voice of love, 

And call us from thy throne above. 

When the latest dart is thrown, 
When the latent breath hath flown, 
May we, in realms of light, and love, 
Adore thee on thy throne above. 


ON TIIE HOLY SCRIPTURES. 

Hail ! sacred volume of eternal truth. 

Thou staff of age— thou guide of wandering 
youth, 

Thou art the prize that all that run shall win, 
Thou the sole shield against the darts of sin ; 
Thou giv’st the weary rest, the poor man wealth, 
Strength to the weak, and to the dying health. 
Lead me, my King, my Saviour and my God 
Thro* all those paths, thy sainted servants trod. 
Teach me thy two- fold nature lo explore. 

Copy the human— the Divine adore, 

To wait with patience : live in hope and fear, 
And walk between presumption and despair, 
Then shall thy blood wash out the stains of 
guilt, 
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PAUL AvJCUSEl) BEFORE THE ROMAN 
GOVERNOR OF JUDEA. 


The Judge asoeuded to tlic juilgmeut-eeat : 

Amid a gleam of spearw the Apostle stood, 

! tauntless he forward came, and looked around. 
And raised his voice, at first iu accents low, 

Yet clear ; — a whisper spread among the throng ; 
So when the thuinier mutters, still the breeze 
Is heard, at times, to sigh; but when the peal, 
Tremendous, louder rolls, a silence dead 
Hiieeeed each ])aua0, — moveless the aspen leaf. 
Thus fixed and motionless, tbe listening band 
Of Soldiers forward leaned, as from* the man, 
Itispired of God, truth’s awful thunders rolled. 
!No more he feels, upon his high-rjfised arm, 
'file ponderous chain, than does the pla;ylul cliild 
'fhe bracel(‘tH, formed of many a tlowery link. 
Heedless of stlf, forgefcfnl that his life 
Is now to be defended by his words, 
lie only thinks of doing good to them 
Who seek his life; and while he reasons high 
Of justice, temperance, and the life to come. 
The judge shrinks trembling at the prisoner's 
voice. 


(jfraftame. 


STANZAS. 

Therb’s nothing bright, above, below, 

Prom flower that bhwuiia to Sitairt that glow. 
But in its light my smil can see 
Some feature of the Deity. 
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There^s nothing dark, below, above, 

11 ut hi ite gloom I trace thy love, 

And meekly wait that moment, when, 

Thy touch ahall turn all bright again. 

Moore, 


JS. HEBREW MELODY. 

Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt's dark sea ! 

Jehovah has triumph’d— his people are free. 

Jlis chariots and horsemen, all splendid and 
brave. 

How vain their boasting ! — The Lord hath 
but spoken, 

And chariotK.and horsemen are sunk in the wave. 

Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea ! 

Jehovah has triumph’d— his pe<vj)le are free; 

J*raise to the Conqueror, praise to the Lord, 

His word was our arrow, his breath was our 
sword ! 

Who shall return to toll Egypt the story 

Of those she sent forth in the hour of her 
pride ? 

For the Lord hath look’d out from his pillar of 
glory 

And all her brave thousands were dash’d in the 
tide. 

Bound the loud timbrel, o’er Egypt’s dark sea ! 

Jehovah has triumph’d — his people are free. 

Moore, 
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WOMAN. 

Woman all exceeds 

In ardent sanctitude and ])ioua deeds ; 

And chief in woman, charitiea prevail 
That .sooth(? when aorrovva, or diaejise assail. 

As dropi»iag balm medicinal instils 
Health when we pine ; her tears alleviate ills, 
And the moist emblems of her pity How 
As heav’n relented with the wat'ry bow. 

Ask the poor pilgrim 

Ask him what accentssoothes, what hand bestows 
The cordial bev’rage, garment apd^'epose ; 

Oh, he will dart a spark of ancient Hamo 
And clasp his tremulous hands, aud^womanname, 
Peruse the sacred volume. Him who died 
Her kiss betray’d not, nor her tongue denied. 
While e’en the. apostles left him to hi.s doom, 
She linger’d round his cross, and watched his 
tomb. 


THE SONG OP ANGELS. 

CnaisT is arisen 

The Lord hath ascended, 

The dominion ot Heath 
And Corruption is ended. 

Your work of obedience 
IL'iste to begin, 

Break from the bozidage 
Of Satan and sin— — 
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In your lives his laws obey — 

Let Love your govern’d bosoms sway — 
Blessings to the poor convey — 

To God with humble spirit pray-^ 

To Man his benefits display — 

Act thus — and He— your master dear. 
Though unseen, is ever near. 

From the German of Goethe* 


OK THE CHUECH OF KRISTJVICK IN 
ICELAND. 

•' There was nothing so sacivd in the appearance of tin* 
Church as to make us hesitate to use the altar as our 
(lining table.*’* -Mackenzie's Travels in Iceland, 


Tnou(Jn gilded domes, and splendid fanes. 
And costly robes, and choral strains, 

And altars richly drest, 

And sculptur’d saints, ai*d sparkling gems. 
And mitred heads, and diadems, 

Inspire with awe the heart : 

The soul enlarged, — devout— sincere. 

With equal piety draws near 
The holy house of Ood.^ 

That rudely rears its rustic head, 

Scarce higher than the peasant’s shed. 

By peasant only trod. 

’Tis not the pageantry of show. 

That can impart devotion’s glow, 

Or sanctify a pray’r : 
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Then why, th* Icelandic Church disdain^ 

Or why ita sacred walls profane, 

As though God dwelt not there? 

The contrite heart — the pious mind — 

The Christian — to that spot confined, 

Before its altar kneels ! 

There breathes his hopes — there plights his 
vows — 

And there, with low submission, bows, 

And to his God appeals. 

In realms that touch the northern yiole, 

Where streams of burning lava roll 
Their desolating course : - * 

Sulphureous mountains raging boil, 

Blasting the already sterile soul, • 

With wild volcanic force; 

Where cold, and snow, and frost conspire. 

With livid subtorranean fire, 

To curse the barren lands. 

Where deep morasses faithless smile, 

In transient verdure to beguile, 

This humble Fabric stands. 

Oh ! scorn it not, because ’tis poor, 

Nor turn thee from its sacred door, 

With contumelious pride : 

But (ifitering in, that Power adore 
Who gave thee on a milder sphere 
In safety to reside. 

Where Xephyr breathes in temper’d galea 
Thro’ wood-crown’d hills, and gentle vales, 

And gentle rivers flow ; 
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And herbs, and fruits, and fragrant flowers. 
And liocks, and herds, and shady bowers, 
Their varied gifts bestow. 

Let no presumptuous thoughts arise, 

That thou art dearer in his eyes 
Than poor Icelander swain ; 

Who bravely meets the northern wind 
With brow serene — and soul resigned 
To penury and pain. 

Where much is given — more is required ; 
When little — less is still desired ; 

En joy thy happier lot 
AVitli trembling awe, and chasten’d fear ; 
Krisvuick’s church to (lod is dear, 

And will not be forgot. 


A THOUGHT. 

What rapture fills the soul refined. 
On meeting with a kindred mind, 
Amid the uncongenial mass. 

Thro’ which the traveller has to pass. 
Its W'cary wings a moment close, 

And oh ! it finds a sweet repose. 


STANZA. 

Thnrb is a calm the poor in spirit know, 
That softens sorrow and that sweetens woe ; 
There is a jivuce that dwells within, the breast 
When all without is stormy and distress ; 
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There is a lifihi that gilds the darkest hour, 

W hen dangers threaten and when troubles lower, 
That calm to faUh, and and lotjc is given 

That jH'oce remains when all beside is riven, 
That light shines down to man direct from heaven. 

Edhiestotu 


THE SUICIDE. 

o dark and sorrowful array, — 

No pompous hearse with sable plume, “ 
No mourners heralding the way, 
Conveyed him to the tomb^ 

Jliif in the shadow ol the night. 

When slept the moon within her cave ; 
And the pJilo stars withdrew* their light 
They laid him in his grave. 


PLEASUKE. 

W HAT arc all our promis’d pleasures, 
Ilut the dew drops on the thorn, 
Little sparkling glittTing treasures. 
Twinkling gems that deck the morn. 


MY FATHER’S AT THE HELM. 

*Twas when the seas with hideous roar, 
A little bark assail’d ; 

That pallid fear, with awful power. 
O’er each on board prevail’d. 
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Save, one the captain's darling child. 

Who fearless view’d the storm, 

And playfal with composure smiled, 

At dangers threat ’ning form. 

Why sporting thus, a seaman cried. 

Whilst sorrows overwhelm 

Why yield to grief, the boy replied. 

My Father’s at the helm. 

Despairing soul ; from thence be taught. 
How groundless is thy fear ; 

Think on what wonders Christ has wrought. 
And he is always near. 


HYMN. 

*IIow often I would h'lvc patlicml thy children to 
gethoT, &c.”— Luke 13, ‘-'I. 

Holt Saviour, mighty King, 

O’er me spread thy guardian wing; 

When by treu»biing fears distress’d, 

Let me lly to thee and rest. 

Call me, keep me, by thy side. 

Teach me there alone to hide ; 

Where, for safety, should I flee 
If my footsteps strayed from thee ? 

Warn mo with thy gentle voice, 

Point my path, and guide my choice ; 

Let me, jjord, in thee x^ossess 
Wisdom, peace, and righteoiisneBS. 

a. 
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THE BURIAL OF SIR JOHN MOORE. 

Not a drum waa heard, nor a funeral note, 

A.-i the corpse o’er the rami>art was hurried ; 
Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot, 

O’er the grave where the Hero was buried. 

We buried him sadly at dead of night, 

The sods with our bayonets turning, 

By the struggling moonbeams’ misty light. 

And the lanthorii dimly burning. 

No useless coflin enclosed bis breast, 

Nor in sheet, nor in shroud we boRnd him, 

But he lay like a warrior taking his rest, 

With his martial cloak around him. 

Few and short were the prayers we said. 

And we spoke not a word of sorrow, 

But we stedfaatly gaz’d on the face of the dead. 
And we bitterly thought of the morrow. 

We thought as we hollow'd his narrow bed 
And smooth’d down his lonely pillow, 

That the foe and the stranger would tread o’er 
his head, 

And we far away on the billow. 

Lightly they’ll speak of the spirit that’s gone 
And o’er his cold iishes upbraid him, 

But little he’ll reck, if they let him sleep on 
In the grave where a Briton hath laid him. 

But half of our heavy task was done, 

When the bell toll’d the hour for retiring ; 

And we heard by the distant random gun 
That the foe was suddenly firing. 
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Slowly and sadly we laid him 

In the held of his fame fresh and f^ory ; 

We carv’d not a line, we rais’d not a atone, 
But we left him alone with his glory. 

Wolfu 


rOWKU OF MA'^^KKISAL I’FIDE. 

Wnv gaze ou my Insary hairs, 

Yc children, young and gay ? 

Vonr loi:kH, be»n\atJ» tiie Idasts of carcH. 

Will bleat h vliite us they, 

I had a inniher once, like you, 

VV'ho o Cl nij’ ]>illuw hung, 

Kiss’d fron\ my chetA the briny dew, 

And taught my lalt' ling tongue. 

She, wlicii the nightly couch w'Oh spread 
Would bow 111 ) iniant knee, 

And place her hand ujam my he,ad, 

And, kneeling, ])ray for me. 

Blit, then, tlnire cann* a fearful 'lav, 

I sought my mother's bed, 

Till harsh hands tore me thcmie ‘.way. 

And told me she was dead. 

J plucked a fair white rose, and stoic 
To lay it by her side 

A nd thouidit strango sleep enchain’d her 80ul^ 
For no fond voice replied. 

That eve 1 knelt me down in woe, 

And said a lonely ])rayer ; 

Yet still my temples seem’d to glow 
As if that hand were there. 
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Tears fled, and left me childhood's joy, 
Gay sports and pastimes dear ! 

1 rose wild and waywiird boy, 

Who scorned the curb of fear. 

Fierce passions shook me Uko a reed ; 

Yet ere at nif'ht I slept. 

That soft hand made my bosom bleed 
And dovTO I fell, anci cpt., 

^anie the props til Artuo iv>tled , 
ibii 'dt, r.t loy '8 decline, 

\ ioucli my brow '•ngealed- 

1 d mother, was it » I't'jc 

?n foMogii lands I iravolbnt wide., 

<M) imlso was bnnodiiiL' ni^irh, 

ViL( spread her mesnes by my ?5i<ie. 

And pioasiire lured luy oye: 

' et lilt {(><<< so soft and roM 

Maint lined ds mystic sway, 
win n, amid my curls of g<dd, 
n'lfh gentle force it lay. 

a.n<l with it breathed a voice of care, 
^r<nn the lowly Bod, 

My son — my only one -dieware * 

Nor sin against thy ^-odd’ 

A’et think, perchance, that age hath stole 
My kindly warmth away, 

And dimmed the tablet of my soul ! 

Y et when, with lordly sway. 

This brow the plumed helm displayed. 
That guides the warrior throng, 
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For beaufcy’a thrilling fingers strayed 
These manly locks among. — 

That hallowed touch was ne'er forgot? 

And now, though time hath set 
IIi« frosty seal upon my lot. 

Those temples feel it yet. 

And if 1 e’er in heaven appear, 

A mother's holy prayer, 

A mother's hand, and gentle tear, 

That pointed to a Saviour dear. 

Have led the wanderer there. 

Siffourney, 


. BEST WISHES. 

Who art thou, stranger? Nay, read on, 

1 will not ask thy name or lot ; 

Whether th^ days be well nigh gone 
Or in their spring — it matters not ; 
Thou art my brother ! and for thee 
Stranger ! shall my best wishes be. 

Ijife is a sea of stormy pain ; 

Thou know’st it, or thou soon wilt know : 
Thine be the faith that braves the main, 
When its most angry tempests Llow : 
Thine anchor cast within the veil ! 

Hone ever knew that mooring fail. 

Thine be the love, — ^refined from sense, — 
That seeks its object in the skies. 

Draws all its warmth and brightness thenoe 
Its comfort, confidence, and joys ; 
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.And be thy beat affections giv’n, 

To Him, who lov’d thee first in Heaven. 
Thino be the refuge, — eyer found 

By them who seek in faith and pray’r 
From all the trials that abound 
Throughout this wilderness of care. 
The faithfulness of him, whose love 
Htorms cannot quench, nor death remove. 
Thine be the meekness of the flower 
That bows its head before the blast; 
Increase in wisdom and in power ; 

Be lowliness around thee cast ; 

Thy faith and love, like flames of fire 
Trembling, the higher they aspii^. 

And when thy Master calls thee — thine, 
Thine be the crown of endless^joy, 
Where Heaven’s eternal rivers shine 
Beneath a bright and cloudless sky. 
Those realms — how beautiful and fair, 
Stranger ! a blissful meeting there ! 

A non. 


ELIJAH FED BY RAVENS. 

Sore was the famine throughout all the bounds 
Of Israel, when Elijah, by command 
Of God, journeyed to Cherith’s failing brook. 
No rain- drops fall, no dew-fraught cloud, at morn 
Or closing eve, creeps slowly up the vale ; 

The withering herbage dies: among the palms 
The shrivelled leaves send to the summer’s gale 
An autumn rustic ; no swuct songster’s lay 
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Is warbled from the branches; Hcarco ie heard 
The rill’s faint brawl. The prophet looks around. 
And trusts in (lod, and lays his silvered head 
1] poll the llowerlesB bank . serene he sleeps, 
!Nor wakes till dawning: then with hands en- 
clasped. 

And heaven ward face, an d eyelids closed he prays 
To him who manna on the desert shower’d; 

To him who from the rock made mountains gusli; 
Entranced the man of God remains, till, roused 
By sound of wheeling wings, with grateful heart, 
Jle sees the ravens fearless by his side 
Alight, and leave the heaven-provided food. 

G rename » 


THE MANIAC. 

To see the human mind o’ertiirn’d 
Its loftiest heights in ruin laid 
And reason's lamp which brightly burn’d. 
Obscured, or quench’d in frenzy’s shade, 
A sight like this may well awake 
Our grief, our fear, — lor nature’s sake. 

It is a painful, humbling thought — 

To know the empire of the mind, 

With wit endow'd, with science fraught. 

Is fleeting as the passing wind ; 

And that the richest boon of heaven 
To man — is rather lent than given. 

To day he sits on reason’s throne. 

And bids his subject powers obey : 
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Thought, memory, will, — all seem hia own, 
(Jome at hia bidJing, list hia sway ; 
To-morrow — from dominion hurl’d, 

Hadiiei^s pervades the mental world. 

Y et think not, thmigh forlorn and drear 
The maniac's doom — hia lot the worst. 
There is suffering more severe 

Thau these sad records have rehearsed; 

'Tia bis, whose virtues struggle still 
ill hopeless conflict with his will. 

Theri* are— before whose mental eye 
Truth has her brightest charms display'd ; 
But gaudier phantoms, liutt'ring; by, 

The erring mind have still betray’d ; 

'Till gathering clouds in awiul night, 

Have quench’d each beam of heavenly light. 

There are — whose mental ear has heard 
T’he atill smiU mVv/*' yet prone to wrong, 
JWave proudly, foolishly preferr’d 
The sophist’s creed, the syren’s song : 

And staked, upon a desperate throw, 

Their hopes above, — their peace below. 

There are, in short, whose days present 
One constant scene of painful strife ; 

Who hourly for themselves invent 
Fresh conflicts, till this dream of life 
Has made their throbbing bosoms ache. 

And yet, alas ! they fear to wake. 

With theirs compared, tlio maniac's doom. 
Though abject, must be counted blest ; 
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I fig mind, though often veil’d in gloom, 
j\t timeg may know a vacant rest,* 

Not ao, while thought and conacience prey 
[] pon the heart which slighta their sway. 

/iur ton. 


PRAYER. 

PiiAYBU is the bouI’b aincero desire. 
Utter’d or un express’d; 

The motieri of a hidden lire 

That trembles in the breast. 
Prayer is the burden of a sigh, — 

The falling of a tear, — 

The ui>ward glancing of an eye 

When none but God is near. 
Prayer is the simplest form of speech 
That infant lips can try ; 

Prayer the subliiuest strains that reach 
The Majesty on high. 

Prayer is the Christian’s vital breath, — 
The Christian’s native air, 

Ilia wateh*word at the gates of death. 
He enters Heaven with prayer. 

Prayer is the contrite sinner’s voice 
Returning from his ways. 

While angels on their wings rejoice, 

And say, — Behold he prays !” 
The saints in prjiyer appear as one 

In wonl, and deed, and mind, 
"When with the Father, Spirit, Son, 
Sweet fellowship) they hud. 
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Nor prayer ia made on earth alone ^ 

The Holy Spirit pleads, 

And^ J esna on the eternal throne, 
h'or Bin n ora intercedes. 

() thou hy whom we come to God ’ 

The Life — the Truth— the Way ! 

The path of prayer thyaelf hast trod, 

Lord, teach us how to pray I 

/. Montgomery* 

THE aspen TEEE. 

I wooLn not be 
A leaf on yonder aspen tree 1 
lu every fickle breeze to play, 

Wildly, weakly, idly, gay, 

So feebly framed, so lightly hung, 

i5y the wing of an insect stiircd and swung ; 

'rhrilling e’en to a redbreast’s note, 

I >rooping if only a light mist float, 
brightened and dimmed like a varying glass, 
A.4 shadow or sunbeam chance to pass : — 

? would not he 
A leaf on yonder aspen tree. 

't is not because the autumn sore 
Would change my merry guise and cheer, — 
That soon, full soon, nor leaf nor stem, 
Sunlight would gladden, or dew-drop gem, 
That I, with my fellows, must fall to the earth, 
r’orgotteii our beauty and breezy mirth, 

» b' else on the bough where all had grown. 
Must linger on, and Huger alone ; 

Might life be an endless flummer’a day, 

B 
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And I be for ever green and gay, 

1 would not be, 1 would not be, 

A leaf on yonder aspen tree ! 

Proudly spoken, heart of mine. 

Yet weakness and oliange perchance are thine, 
More, and darker, and sadder, to see, 

Than he(al the leaves of yonder tree ! 

What if they Gutter — their life is a dance ; 

Or toy with the sun beam -they live in his glance j 
To bird, breeze, and insect, rustle an<i thrili, 
Never the same, never mute, never still, — 
Emblems of all that is fickle and gay. 

But leaves in their birth, but leaves in decay — 
Chide themmot— heed them not, spirit, away ! 
lu to thyself, to thine own hidden shrine. 

What there dost thou worship I what deem'st 
thou ttivine'i 

Thy hopes', -are they stedfast, and holy, and high; 
Are they built on a rock ? are they raised to the 
sky I 

Thy deep secret yearnings, — oh ! whither point 
they, 

To the triumphs of earth, to the toys of a day ? — 
Thy friendships and feelings, — doth impulse 
prevail,^ 

To make them, and mar them, as wind swells 
the sail 1 

Thy life's ruling passion— thy being’s first aim — 
What are they 1 and yield they contentment or 
shame 1 

spirit, proud spirit, ponder thy state. 

If thine the leaf’s lightness, not thine the leaf’s 
fate, 
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It may flutter, and glisten, and wither, and die. 
And }h‘( d not our pity, and a^k not our sigh ; 
Rut lor thee, the iuiuiortal, no winter may throw 
Kternal repose on thy joy', or thy woe ; 

Thou must live — live lor ever— in glory or gloom 
Beyond the world’b precinets, beyond the dark 
tomb. 

to thyself, then, ere past is Hope’s reign, 
A;nd looking and longing alike are in vain ; 

Lest thou deem it a bliss to have been or to be. 
But a llutteriiig leaf on yon aspen tree. 

Miss Jewshury:, 


CHRISTIAN WARFARE. 

SoLDiEti, go — but not to claim 
Mouldering spoils of earth born treasure, 

Not to build a vaunting name. 

Not to dwell in tents of pleasure. 

Idream not that the way is smooth, 

Hope not that the thorns are roses; 

Turn no wistful eye of youth 

Where the sunny beam reposfes; — 

Thou hast sterner work to do 
Hosts to cut thy passage through : 

Ch»se behind the gulphs aiu burning — 
Forward 1 there is no returning. 

Soldier, rest—but not for thee 
Spreads the world her downy pillow ; 

On the rock thy couch must be, 

While around thee chafes the billow ; 

Thine must be a watchful sleep, 
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Wearier than another’s waking; 

Such a charge aa thou dost keep 
Brooks no moment of forsaking. 

Sleep, aa on the battle field, 

Girded — grasping sword and shield : 
Those thou caiist not name nor number. 
Steal upon thy broken slumber. 

Soldier, rise— the war is done : 

Lo 1 the hosts of hell are dying ; 

'Twaa thy Lord the battle won ; 

Jesus vanquished them by dying, 

Bass the stream — before the lies 
All the conquer'd land of glory ; 

Hark whaV songs of rapture rise, 

These proclaim the victor’s story. 
Soldier-, lay thy weapons down. 

Quit the sword, and take the crown ; 
Triumph ! all thy foes are banish’d 
Death is slain, and earth has vanish'd. 

Anon, 


THE EXPIRING YEAR. 

Tiik clock is striking twelve — -how dull and clear 
It falls upon my ear, tolling the kucdl 
Of one year’s life,— "fL })ast. The year is gone, 
AtkI the recording Angel shuts the book 
Sullied by many a bin of word and deed ! 

’Tis silence all \ Eie dies another year, 

How may our lots be altered 1 

How many a friend— a dear and valued Iriend 

]\l ly fade before our view— 

How many a little nook be desolate, 
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Where now bright faces smile around the hearth 
Where shall we be— where shall 1 be that day ? 
No ma7\ can tell — we can. alone anticipate. 

1 may be wealthy, honour’d, lov’d by all, 
Exalted far above my highest hopes ; 

1 may be poor, and scofi'of men, and friendless. 
Where now kind hearts responsive beat to mine; 
r may )>e dead, forgotten, cold, and low, 
IhUurn’d to the vile clay whence we all sprung ! 
ihit harK ! what sounds are those? Again that 
poll 

Wei coin es the new-born year. ’Tis vain to think 
W hat 1 have been — what 1 shall be, remains 
Ihiknown to all, but to my God oftiniscient. 

If, when another year baa roll’d its course, 

1 should be wealthy, rich in healthy and honour’d 
May I feel gratitude. and love to Him 
W^ho hath thus raised me. If my lot be low, 
May 1 be thanklul still, and resign’d 
Ctuiviuced that He for some good end had call’d 
rue. 

in be dead ! oh, may 1 find indeed, 

Aly lot is changed to one of purer state — 

To rest in mansions which the S;unts have trod, 
The lot of those, who walk’d on earth with God. 

T, F. 


THE HOUR OF PRAYER. 

Blbst hour ’ when mortal man retires 
To hold communion with his God, 
To send to heaven his warm desires, 
And listen to his sacred word. 
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Bleat hour ! when earthly cares reaipn 
Their etny>ire o'er this anxious breaat; 

While all «arouml, the calm divine 
Proclaim'^ the holy li.iy of roxt. 

Blest hour ' when (J.ni liiniM« If draws ni^h, 
Weil y.-Liaseu bis y>< oplo'g vo»ee to hear; 

To list tile penitential 

Ami wi!)e aw.13'' the luourmr’s tear. 

Blest hour i — for then where lie resorts, 
Foretfi"-:e? of iuturt* bilss lae i'iven, 

And rnorf..>s: find his eurthly urts 

The house C>..d - the Gai^ (*f Heaven,. 

Hail ■ pf-;j<»el\d In-ur, uupreimiy blest 
Aini<i the hours of earthly oiro ! 

The hour tjuit yields the spirit rest. 

That sjiered hour —the hour of prayer. 

And when luy hours of prayer arc past. 

Oh ♦ may 1 le.tve iheso S.tbbath days, 

To find eternity at la>t, 

A never-ending hour of prai'ic. 

R( XK 7\ Raffles^ 


INFAISTT’S prayer. 

O Thou ' who mak’si the sun to rise, 

Beam on my soul, illume mine eyes. 

And guide me through this world of care 
The wandering atom thou canst see, 

The falling sparrow's mark’d by thee, 

Then, turning Mercy's ear on me, 

Listen ! listen ! 

Listen to an infant’s prayer » 



FLOWERS OF POETRY. 


263 


O Tliou ! whose blood was spilt to save 
Man’s nature from a second j^ravo : 

To share in whose rwdeemiiig care, 
WiitUAh child is not too mean. 

Gtii St.'s dark'll victim too nnclean, 

Gh , thou ^viU deign from heaven t lean* 
A.nd listen, 

'Li>'v to :> 'ofart's praver 

; » ‘"iio , : I) , 'vi{t from iuonarch . pa"t, 

< V- dvvM; eontritfc heart, 

7vLi* build ih) self a temple there ^ 

^i'vT .ill my v!oll atfections move, 

Fill ” my soul with heavenly iovt>, 

And, Iviudly stooping from above, 

Listen I listen ’ 
listen an infant’s prayer ^ * 

N€€U. 


TflOUGUTS OF A DEAF ASD DUMB BOY 

ON OBSEL'VXNU ni^ 8ISTKII PLAYING TPON TEN 
PIANO-FORTK. 

Sister, 1 would have thee tell 
(But alas i I ne’er can know) 

What doth make thy bosom swell. 

And thine eye to brighten so, 

When thy nimble fingers play 
U pon that instrument bo long ^ 

The sounds are beautiful you say, 

And rapture is the child of song. 
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But what is sound, that it can bring 
Such sweet emotion to the breast ] 

Oh, sound must be a lovely thing, 

It makes thee, sister, seem so blest. 

And yet, in vain 1 look for aught 
That can such thrilling joy impart ; 

Is music, then, a nameless thought 

That bolds communion with the heart? 

Or ia it real— a thing that may 

Be known to a sense of sight or touch? 
Ah ' whither would conjecture stray; 

’Tis vain— I only know this much — 

That it IS heautiful ; but where, 

On eartlf below or heaven above, 

Shall aught be found so pure and fair, 

That may the soul ho strongly move 1 

I’ve seen the broad and fiery sun 
liising from the deep giecn sea. 

And again, when day v*ab done. 

Streaking heaven s far canopy 
With a glorious crimson fringe, 

As gorgeously ho sunk to rest. 

Purpling ocean with the tinge 
Of his brilliant fading crest ; 

And then, delighted, I have gazed. 

As on a vision’d scene of bliss. 

And all my thoughts were heavenward raised 
Is music, sister, aught like this ? 

And oh the beauteous star-lit sky, 
Sparkling rich in blue and bright. 

Is, surely, full of harmony : 

Is sound BO lovely as is light ? 
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And when the pale moon’s silvery beams 
Upon the stream and streamlet play, 
Surpassing beautiful it seems ; 

Js this like music, sister, say ? 

Alas ! alas ! it cannot be ; 

Methinks that look of rapture now — 
'fhat passion- gaze of ectacy — 

That skyward lifted brow^ — 

Oefioh my vain conjectures all ; 

To me that fount of joy is seal’d — 

Its inlluence on me shall fall, 

Nor e’en to fancy be reveal’d. 

Yet shall I not unplcased behold 
The pleasure 'tis not mine -to* know; 

My sister’s joy can ne’er unfold 
To this fond heart a source of woe. 

J. W. 


THE MOKE CONVENIENT SEASON. 

Alc-ne he sat and wept. That very night 

The’ anibassador of God with earnest zeal 

Of eloquence, he warn’d him to repent ; 

And, like the Koman at Drusilla’s side. 

Healing the truth, he trembled. Consience 
wrought, 

Yet sin allured. The struggle shook him sore. 

The dim lamp warn’d — the hour of midnight 
toll’d ; 

Prayer sought for entrance, but the heart had 
closed 

Its diamond valve. He throw him on bis couch, 
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And bade the Spirit of bis Ood depart. ^ ^ 

— But there was war within him, and he sigh'd. 

* Depart not titterlj, thou blessed One ! 

Keturn, when youth is past, and make my soul 
Bor ever thine.' 

With kindling brow, he trod 
The haunts of pleasure, while the viol’s voice, 
And beauty’s sftiiic, his joyous pulses woke. 

To love be knelt, while on his brow she hung 
Her freshest myrtle wreath. For gold he sought. 
And winged wealth indulged him, till the world 
Pronounced him happy. Manhood’s vigorous 
prime 

S well’d to it<^ clinkax, and his bu«y days 
And restless nights, swept, like a tide away. 
Care struck around him, and each shoot 
Still striking earth wird, like the Indian tree, 
Shut out wifi) woven shades the eye of heaven, 
When io? a message from the Crucified, 

‘Look uu'o me, and live.’ F'.uiMug, he spake 
Of vv(‘aiine.''S and haste, and want of time. 

And duty to his children, and besought 
A longer sp;ice to do the work of Heaven, 

— God spake again, when age had shed its snows 
On his won temples, and the palsied hand 
Shrank from gold-gathering. But the rigid chain 
Of habit bound him, and ho still implored 
A more convenient season, 

* See, my step 

Is firm and free ; my unquench'd eye delights 
To view this pleasant world ; and life with me 
May laat for many years. In the calm hour 
Of lingering sick ness, 1 can bettor fit 
S' or vast eternity.’ 
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Disease approach'd ‘ 
And reason fled. The maniac strove with death. 
And ji;rappled like a fiend, with shrieks and 
cru's, 

Till daikiioss Pinnte hi« e^^e halls, and thick ico 
Closed 111 upon his heart-stririj^s. The poor clay 
Lfiv vanquit'h’d and distorted. But the soul — 
Th'3 soul, whose promised season never came, 

T<f hearken to its Maker's call, had gone 
To wei<?h his sufi’erance, with its own abuse. 
And bide the audit. 

Mrs, Sigourney, 


UNCERTAINTY OF LIFE. 

Man like a flower at morn appears. 

And blooms peihaps a few short years ; 
Th(^ flatterer, Hope, still leads him on 
Jn cpiot of p’ ensure, finding none; 

Or, it' he finds it tor a dav, 

It soon takes wm^s and flies away. 

Ott things which promise passing fair, 
Deceive and yield him nought but care. 
Care ever varying, ever new, 

Aluat still our fallen race pursue : 
Comes joy 1 care with it comes along, 
And spoils the syren's sweetest song. 
See pleasure with bewitching charms, 
Man grasps it in his eager arms : 

The vision swift dissolves in air, 

He grasps — hot finds it is not there : 
The airy phantom still he vietrs, 

And still as vainly he pursues. 
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A better hope the Christian cheers, 

Which joyful thro* life’s gloom appears ; 
Firm on a rock his hope he builds, , 

Which too no storm or tempest yields ; 

Let earth dissolve — he will not fear ; 

And why 1 his hope is not fixed here. 

He looks to heav’n where ev’ry joy 
Is pure unmixed, without alloy; 

Joys such as mortals never know, 

Nor raptured fancy ever drew, 

Joys which shall never pass away, 

Tho’ heav’n and earth should both decay. 

Tho’ worldly pleasures hero should fail. 
And sorrow for awhile prevail ; 

Tho’ friend/) forsake, and death remove 
The dearest objects of our love ; 

Yet there remains a heavenly rest 

For those whom Christ the Lord has bleat. 

And shall the world’s deceitful smile 
Us of this glorious hope beguile 
Shall we earth’s empty pleasures prize, 
And heav’n seem little in our eyes? 

It must not be — vain dream away. 

We look for joys which ne’er decay. 

Dale, 


THE CHAMBER OF DEATH. 

’Twas silence all ; with noiseless tread 
' I paced the darken’d room. 

Where scarce one struggling sun- beam shed 
Its lustre through the gloom ; 
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There rested on her lonely bed 
The heiress of the tomb. 

I bent me o’er the lifeless clay 
The features sunk and wan, 

Where not one smile was seen to play 
No vital current ran ; 

r*ut all, in whisper, seem’d to say, 

Ilow frail a thing is man ! 

j iliuin^ht of those delightful hours. 

When o’er the moonlight glade. 

Or 'midst the garden’s scented bow’rs. 

With careless steps we stray’d : 

Or cropp’d the woodbine’s sweeteitlb flow’rs, 
Beneath the hazel’s shade. ‘ 

I thought of childhood's guileless day. 

Of youth’s still brighter prime ; 

Ot love’s delightful hallow’d sway, 

Religion’s joys sublime; 

And ev’ry bliss wnich charm’d away. 

The silent pace of time. 

I thought upon the bed of pain, 

The fever’d lip and eye : 

The restless limb, the bounding vein, 

The last, deep, stilled sigh ; 

'^’hc tongue that will no aiiMWor deign. 

Though friends the deaiesL cry. 

i shed upon her lifeless cheek 
One tear drop and no more ; 

,vnd knelt, in faith and patience meek, 

I’hat comfort to implore, 

Which they, who through the Saviour seek, 
Kecoivo in boundless store. 
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I knelt, and lo ! in vision bright, 

My soul was rapt away. 

Where, midst a world of glorious light, 

I saw a fair array 

Of spirits, cloth'd in garments white, 

The stranger’s welcome pay. 

A spotless robe, a victor’s palm. 

To her 1 loved were given. 

While hands unseen diffused a balm 

Through all my heait strings riven ; 

And o’er my breast there breathed the calm, 
Th' unbroken calm of heaven ; 

/. Morris. 


TH-S HAKYEST MOON. 

All hail I thou misty queen of night. 

Bright empress of the starry sky, 

The meekness of thy silvery light 
Beams gladness on the gazer's eye, 

While from the peerless throne on high 
Thfm shinest bright as cloudless noon. 

And bid’st the shades of darkness fly 
Before thy glory — Harvest Moon .* 

In the deep stillness of the night, 

When weary Labour is at rest. 

How lovely is the scene 1 — how bright 
The wood— the lawn— the mountain's breast. 
When thou, fair Moon of Harvest ! hast 
Thy radiant glory all unlurled, 

And sweetly smilest in the west, 

Far down upon the silent world. 
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Oispel the clouds, majestic orb ! 

That round the dim horizon brood. 

And hush the winds that would disturb 
The dtep, the awful solitude, 

That rests upon the alumberinfi^ iiood, 

The dewy fields, and silent j^rove, 

AVUen midnight hath thy zenith viewed, 

And felt the kindness of thy love. 

Lt; ! scattered wide beneath thy throne, 

Tho hope of millions richly spread, 

I’hat seems to court thy radiance down 
To rest upon thy dewy bed ; 

O ! let thy cloudless glory shed. 

Its welcome brilliance from on^high. 

Till hope bo realized — and lied 
The omens of a frowning sky. • 

Shine on, fair orb of light ! and smile 
Till autumn months have pass’d away. 

And labour bath forgot the toil 
lie bore in summer’s sultry ray ; 

And when the reapers end the day. 

Tired with the burning heat of noon, 

They’ll come with spirits light and gay, 

And bless thee — lovely Harvest Moon ! 

IF. MilUr. 


BIKTH DAY REFLECTIONS. 

! pass’d the bound’ry of another year, 
IJnmix’d with sorrows, and unmoved with fear 1 
Hath death as yet withheld his solemn doom, 
Nor lodged this body in the vaulted tomb 1 
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^ Around whilst thousands have been swept away, 
And their frail forms been mingled with the clay. 
While iulant youth and those of riper age, 
Stand register’d upon the funeral page— 

On every side whilst friends and neighbours fall. 
And hasten at the King of Terrors’ call. 

Have I, in mercy and in grace, been spared, 
My frame not injured, nor my health impair’d ? — 
’Tis oven so : to-day time’s rapid flight 
Upon my birth revolves its annual light ; 

This day, my natal day ! in health 1 stand. 
Kept and supported by thy almighty hand ! 

Oh ! then, my soul, reflect upon the past. 
Consider well wherein thy lot is cast ; 

Call home thy thoughts, thy words, and works 
survey,^ 

Scan ev'ry action of each wasted day. 

When reason bids thee, with her wise behest. 
To scrutinize the motions of thy breast. 

Turn not away — obey her call throtigh choice, 
And own that reason’s call is wisdom’s voice; 
Bo those the words, the teat, by which to prove 
Jf God regards thee as a child of love : 

Has the past year, on each succeeding day, 
Beheld me walking in God’s righteous ivay ^ 
Has every foible and besetting sin 
Siifler’d a holy violence within ’ 

M> heart distemper’d, and my thoughts impure, 
Have I applied to these the only cure 
For sin and for unclcanness Tesus’ blood 
Four d freely forth, and stream’d a sacred flood ; 
Behold yon fountain spring ! there stands en- 
graved, 

** Pure is the man that in this fount has laved 1’' 
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im I thus blest ?— ob, have I truly been 
Peeking this fountain, that I may be clean ! 

)ft as the morning usher’d in each day, 

1 ave 1 been led before my God to pray ? 

>it as the evening shades invite to rest, 
la-» deep devotion kindled in my breast? 

VJ y will otnitroird, my pasaioiiB all subdued, 
rlaie pure and hallowed thoughts my mind im- 
bued I 

>Vliene’er by doubtful sentiments perplex’d, 

'ily darksome mind, lay digcomi)Osed and vex’d. 
Juve I then opened God’s revealed word, 

\ud to those oracles of truth referr’d f— 

V sacred lamp ! which, ever burning bright, 
>iopelleth darkness, and diffusetb light ! 

'aiise, 0 iLy soul, this day which gave tliee birth, 
\r»d rank’d thee as a tenant of the earth — 

’ iuse and imjuire, herein is conscience clear I 
Tas this rule swayed thee, through the by gone 
year 

'Onscience upbi'aids, sore troubled in his heart, 
That long has acted a neglected part. 

1 God ! forgive a sinner’s blind career, 

Irant him htmeeforth a proper course to steer — 
LVach him thy ways, thy heav nly word to read, 
Vnd on the ** living bread ” of heav’n to feed, 
da} ho be warn’d, whilst grace and mercy wait, 

I oiioeforth to see his lost and guilty state. 
l’ous, when the herald of the grave shall come, 
Po call some neighbour to the latest home. 
dr,y thy unv^rortby eervint feel that there 
dis end mubt be — consider— and prepare ' 

r. Hell. 


8 
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THE OFFICERS FUNERAL. 

Hark, bark, 'mid tbe busy stir of life 
And the crowded city’s hum, 

1 hear the thriUing tones of the fife, 

And tbe roll of tbe muffled drum 1 

Bat their alter’d tones chime sad, and slow. 

To the mourner’s silent tread ; 

And they breathe the hallow’d dirge of woe, — 
The solemn march of the dead 1 

And looks of manliest grief are there. 

And stern drop a tear; 

And soldiers falter as they bear 
Their youthful leader's bier ! 

And «ee ! as that bier draws nigh, it brings 
Bright arms — a useless show ; 

Ha hath no need of these gaudy things. 

Who sleeps in death below ! 

For the voice that gave the stern command. 
Hath sigh'd its latest breath ; 

And an iiifant now may snatch the brand. 

From his dull cold grasp of death 1 

A nd the breast so true and the brow so proud, 
A re cold and senseless all : 

He hath changed for the martial vest the shroud. 
For the soldier’s cloak the pall I 

He would have hailed the dart that sped 
1 1 is^soul to a warrior’s doom ; 

But^a'tilow and sickly couch was spread, 

To Waste hhn to the tomb ! 
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They have borne him to the sacred porch, 

They have borne him to the grave ; 

And the last sad rites of the Holy Church 
Are paid *to the young and brave I 
They have breathed the funeral prayer and hymn, 
They have fired the soldier’s knell ; 

But it reach’d not, alas I the ear of him 
Who sleeps in the narrow cell ! 

They have lower’d the cofiSn dark and deep, 

'rx tr.e lone grave’s hollow womb; 

A nd the lady he loved may come to weep 
'^'his eve o’er her soldier’s tomb ! 


THE SKY-LARK. 

How Rweet is the song of the Lark,«s she springs 
To welcome the morning with joy on her wings. 
The higher she rises, the sweeter she sings ; 

And she sings while we hear her no more ; 
W hen storms and dark clouds veil the sun from 
our sight, [light, 

She has mouuted above them, she sings in the 
There, far from scenes that disturb and affright 
She loves her gay music to pour. 

It is thus with the Christian i—he sees from afar, 
The day-spring appearing, the bright morning 
star; 

Ho quits this dark valley of sorrow and care, 
For the land whence the day-spring is given; 
lie sings in his way from this cloud covered spot ; 
The swifter his progress, the sweeter his note ; 
When we hear itno longer, the song ceases not, — 
It blends with the choros in heaven ; 
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«THE DEAD,” 

“ Nttmbbe the grains of sand outspread 
Wherever ocean's billows roll ; 

Or count the bright stars over hcad^ 

As these in their vaulted arches glow ; 

Count all the tribes on earth that creep, 

Or that expand the wing in air ; 

K umber the host that in the dec p 
Existence and its pleasure sha. e ; 

Count the green leaves that in the breath 
Of spring's blithe gale are dancing fast ; 

Or thdae, all faded, sere in death. 

Which flit before the wintry blast ; — 

Ay, number these, and myriads more, 

All countless as they seem to be ; 

There stiH remains an ample store 
Untold by, unknown of tbec. 

Ask’st thou — ** Who, or what be they T 
Oh ! think upon thy mortal doom ; 

And with anointed eye survey 

■ The silent empire of the tomb ! 

Think of all those who erst have been 
Living as thou art — even now ; 

Looking upon life’s busy scene 

With glance as careless, light, as thou. 

All these, like thee, have lived and moved. 
Have seen — what now thou look’st upon, 

Have fear'd, hoped, hated, mourn’d, or loved 
And now from mortal sight are gone. 
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Tefc, though unseen of human eye 
Their relics slumber in the earth, — 

The bopTi of immortality. 

To them was given with vital birth. 

They were ; and, having been, they are f 
Earth but contains their mouldering dust f 
Their deathless spirits, near or far. 

With thine must rise to meet the just* 

Aiv awful thought it is to think 
The viewless dead out number all 
Who, bound by life’s connecting link, 

Kow share with us this earthly ball. 

It is a thought as dread and aS £igh| 

And one to wake a fearful thrill. 

To think, while all who live mdst die. 

The dead, the dead, are living still.” 

Anon* 


THE LOUD REIGNETH. 

Bjb glad ye heavens, thou earth rejoice, 
Man ! spread through every nation 
With joyful and triumphant voice 
The gospel of salvation : 

Publish his glory, and his praise 
Whose word his work sustaineth. 
And gratefully his anthem raise, 
Rejoice ! The Lord yet reigueth ! 

Before His footstool prostrate fall, 
Whose gracious bounty ^iveth 
To each created object — all 
On which enjoyment liveth : — 
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From Him alone each good descends^ 

His arm each ill restraineth ; 

Then tell to earth’s remotest ends, , 

The liord in glory reigneth 1 

Praise Him ior all that ye possess 
Of riches, glory, power; — 

Ye who have neither yet may bless 
His goodness every hour : 

His watchful and protecting eye 
The meanest ne’er disdaineth, 

Kaiso then, ye poor, your voice on high^ 
For you, for you. He reigneth. 

But chiefly for salvation’s gift. 

Of which He is the Donor, 

Angela and, men, your voices lift. 

In songs of praise and honour : 

O sing with gratitude His name 
Whose death our life remaineth. 

The love of Jesus loud proclaim^ 

And say, The Lord reigneth. 

Barton, 


TRUST IN PROVIDENCE. 

Loan ! when we seek thy throne of grace 
To crave a blessing there. 

O let not earthly things have place. 
Unduly, in our prayer. 

To know that ’tie thy bounteous band 
Our daily bread bestows ; 

To feel it is from thy command 
Bach added bleasings flows ; 
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This We may humbly kaow, aud feel, 
But let not worldly store. 

One thpught excite which would reveal 
A craving thirst for more. 

Thou knowest well what things we need 
Oh, give us faith to see 
That inch necessities can plead 
Their own brief wants with Thee. 

Bat teach us in the solemn hour 
Of supplication, still 
Simply to crave of Thee the power 
To do thy holy will ; 

To feel that thy protecting care* 

From evil is our shield ; 

To seek, in dark temptation’s snare. 

Thy arm for ns revealed ; * 

To know thy kingdom hero on earth 
Within our hearts increase. 

And prove to all how great the worth 
Of thy pure gift of peace; 

Be such our prayers ! For all beStde 
Tby word a pledge shall be, 

For Thou hast promised to provide 
For all who follow thee. 

Barton. 


THE WAKENING. 

" While Day ariiei, that tweet hour of peaae.* 

How many thousand are wakening now i 
Some to the songs from the forest oough, 
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To the ruBtlin*' of leaves at the lattice* pane. 

To the chiming fall of the early rain. 

And fiomo, far out on .the deep mid-sea, 

To the dash of the waves in their foaming glee. 
As they break into spray on the ship's tall side. 
That holds thro’ the tumult her path of pride.. 

And some — oh ! how wel 1 may tkeir hearts rej oice 
To the gentle sound of a mother’s voice ; 

Long shall they yearn for that kindly tone, 
When from the board and the hearth ’tis gone. 

And some in the camp to the bugle’s breath, 
And the tramp of the steed on the echoing heath. 
And the sudcjpn roar of the hostile gun, 

Which tells that a field must ere night be won. 

And some in tlie gloomy conviot-cell. 

To the dull deep note of the warning bell, 

As it heavily calls them forth to die. 

While the bright suii mounts in the laughing sky. 

And some to the peal of the hunter’s horn. 

And some to the sounds from the city home ; 
And some to the rolling of torrents floods, 

Far ’midst old mountains, and solemn woods. 

So are we roused on this chequer’d earth. 

Each into life hath a daily birth. 

Though fearful or joy^His, though sad or sweet, 
Be the voices which liic^t oiir upspringing meet. 

But ONCE must the sound be, and OIS^E t lie call, 
Which from the dust siiall awake us all f 
ONE, though to sever’d and distant dooms— 
How shall the sleepers arise from their tombs? 

Mrs* Hmans* 
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ON VISITING A SCENE OF CHILDPIOOD, 

Lojjg yearn had elapsed since I gazed on the scene. 

Which my fancy still robed in its freshness of 
green — 

Thf spot where, a school-boy all thoughtless I 
strayed 

Hy the side of the stream, in the gloom of the 
shade. 

! thought of the friends who had roamed with 
me there, 

When the sky was so blue, and tht dowers were 
80 fair, — 

All scattered !^all sundered by viountain and' 
wave, 

And some in the silent embrace of the grave ! 

T thought of the green banks that circled around. 

With wild* flower, sweet-briar, and eglantine 
crown'd ; 

I thought of the river, all quiet and bright 

As the face of the sky on a blue summer night : 

And I thought of the trees under which we had 
strayed, 

Of their broad leafy boughs, with their coolness 
of shade; 

And I hoped, though disfigured, some token to 
find 

(^f the names, qnd the carving, impressed on 
the rind. 

All eager, I hastened the scene to behold, 

tendered saored and dear by the feelings of old ,* 
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And 1 deemed that, niiaUered, mj eye should 
explore 

This refuge, this haunt, this Elysium of yore. 

’Twas a dream ! — not a token or trace could I 
view, 

Of the names that I loved, of the trees that I 
knew : 

Like the shadows of night at the dawning of day, 
Like a tale that is told,” — they all vanished 
away. 

And methought the lone river, that murmured 
along, 

Was more dull in its motion, more sad in its song. 

Since the birds that had nestled and warbled 
above, 

Had all fled from its banks at the fall of the grove. 

I paused : — and the moral came home to my 
heart ; — 

Behold, how of earth all the glories depart ; 

Our visions are baseless — our hopes but agleam— 

Our staff but a reed~~our life but a dream. 

Then, O, let us look — let our prospects allure — 

To scenes that can fade not, to realms that endure. 

To glories, to blessings, that triumph sublime 

O’er the blightings of Change, and the ruin of 
time. 

Anon. 


THE HOUR FOR DEEP DBTOTION. 

Wbbf the lunar light ia leaping 
On the streamlet and the lake ; 
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When the winds of Heaven are sleeping, 
And the nightingcde awake : — 

While mirror'd in ocean 
The bright orbs of Heaven appear.— 
'Tis the hour of deep devotion— 

Lift thy soul to Heaven in prayer. 
When the aiitumn bree;ce is sighing 
Through the lealiees forest wide ; 

And the flowers are dead or dying, 

Once the sunny garden's pride ; — 
When the yellow leaves in motion. 

Are seen whirling on the air, 

'Tis an hour for deep devotion — 

Lift thy soul to Heaven in!»prayer t 
On his power and greatness ponder. 
When the torrent, and the gale, 

And the cataract and thunder, 

In one fearful chorous swell : 

Amidst nature’s wild emotion 
Is thy soul opprossed with care 1 
Tis the hour of deep devotion — 

Lift thy soul to Him in prayer. 

In sorrow, and in sickness. 

And in poverty and pain ; 

And in vigour, or in weakness. 

Oil the mountain, or the plain : 

In the desert, or the ocean, — 

To the throne ot love repair : 

All are hours for deep devotion — 

Lift thy soul to Heaven in prayer. 

Vedder* 
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' THE SfJHHEAM. 

It 

Thou art no lingerer iii monarch's hallj 
A joy thou art and a wealth to all 1 
A bearer of hope unto land and sea— 

Sunbeam ! what gift hath the world like thee ? 
Thou art walking the billows, and ocean smiles. 
Thou hast touched with glory his thousand isles? 
Thou hast lit up the ships and the feathery foam, 
And gladden'd the sailor, lii^e words from home. 
To the solemn depths of the” forest's shades, 
Thou art streaming on through their green 
arcades*: 

And the quivering leaves that have caught thy 
glow, „ 

Like fire'dies glance to the pools below . 

1 look'd to the mountains — a vapour lay 
Folding their heights in its dark array : 

Thou breakest forth — and the mist became 
A crown and a mantle of living dame 1 
I look’d on the peasant’s lowly cot — 

Something of sadness had wrapt the spot. 

But a gleam of then on its lattice fell 
And it laugh’d into beauty at that bright spell. 
To the earth’s wild places a guest thou art, 
Flushing the waste like the rose’s heart ; 

And thou scornost not from thy pomp to ehed 
A tender smile on the ruin’s head. 

Thou tak’st thro' the dim church-aialcs thy way» 
And its pillars from twilight flash forth to-day 
And its nigh pale tombs, with their trophies old, 
Are bathed in a flood as of molten gold. 
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-And thoti turnest not from the humblest grave, 
Whore a llowor to the sighing winds may wave 
Thou scattereat its gloom like the dreams of rest, 
Thou slehpest in love on its grassy breast. 

Sunbeam of summer ♦ oh i what is like thee, 
TIojh of the wildernea-^, joy of the sea^ 

Oin thing is like thee to mortals given — 

^hc faith touching all things with hues of 
heaven ! 

Mn, Jhmans* 


TITE CniUHTlAN’S m)EE. 

V\ uvN Dh ippiunlDient breuks the magic wand, 
Tbit Hope In Id out so joyous and so bland, 
-And yield-, the soul to that daik secret sorrow 
That knows no brightening ray to cheer the 
morrow. 

Then ronies the pressure on the heart so drear, 
Th' lone repining and tlie moody fear, 

And, more than these, the mind’s self harrowing 
strife, 

When vainly wrestling with the ills of life, 

W e look around, and almost wish to die, 
spread the spirit's wings and upward fly ! 
Eat what shall gently soothe the strieken soul, 
And in celestial music o’er it roll 1 
h it the guide philosophy can give? 
iNo 1 'tis the Christian’s hope m Heaven to livel 

Robert Rose 
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THE PENITIiNTTS KETURN. 

Mt father’s house once more, 

In its own moonli^rht beauty ! Yet around^ 
Something, amid the dewy calm profound. 
Broods, never mark’d before 1 ^ 

Is it the brooding night ? 

Is it the shivery creeping on the air, 

That makes the home so tranquil and so £air, 
O’erwhelming to, my sight ? 

All solemnized \- 

And still'd and darkeR^'d ih each time- worn hue. 
Since the rich* clustering rosea met my view. 

As now by starry gleams. 

And this high elm, where last 
I stood and linger’d — where my sisters made 
Our mother’s bower — 1 deem’d not that it cast 
So far and dark a shade 1 
How spirit- like a tone 

Sighs through yon tree ! My father’s place was 
there 

At evening hours, while soft winds war’d his hair ! 
Now these gray locks are gone I 
My soul grows faint with fear ! 

Even as if angel steps had mark’d the sod. 

I tremble where I move — the voice of God 
Is in the foliage here ! 

Is it, indeed, the night 

That makes my home so awful 1 Eaithlesa 
hearted 1 

*Tis that from thine own bosom hath departed, 
The inborn gladdening light ! 
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No outward thing is changed; 

Only the joy of purity is fled, t 

And, long, from Nature’ Jmelodies estranged. 
Thou hear’st their tones with dread. 
Therefore, the calm abode 
By thy dydc spirit is o’erhung with shade, 
j^iid therwore, in the leavc'^, the voice of God 
Makes thy sick heart afraid. 

The night-flowers round that door, 

Rtili breathe pure fragrance on the untainted 
air ; 

Phou, thf)u alone art worthy now no more 
To pass, and rest the there 1 
And must 1 turn away^ • 

— Hark, hark ! — it is my mother’s voice I hear, 
Sadder than once it seem’d — yet ooft and clear — 
Both she not seem to pray 1 
My name ! — T caught the sound ! 

Oli I blessed tone of love — the deep, the mild — 
Mother, my mother 1 now receive thy child, 
Take back the Lost and Found ! 

LINES ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

A HOUND the dying infant’s bed there stood 
A mournful group each eye betrayed a tear 
Of sympathy ; — each countenance bespoke 
The grief concealed within. Yet one there was 
Whose deep emotions spoke a nearer tie 
That bound Atm closer than the rest. The sigh, — 
The trickling tear,— the anxious look proclaimed 
A father’s gnef : — before him lay Ms child : — 
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His first-bom son, struck by the piercing shafts 
' Of tierce disease, the *foul progeny of sin ! 

The infant slept -a (olcmn Rtillness dwelt 
Around his couch, nor any S{)un(l occurred 
To break his slumbers, or disturb his rest. 

Save of the falling embers, or perch^ce 
A stilled whisper. 

Still the father bent 

With harrowed feelings o’er his sickly child, 
And with a steadfast gaze watch’d every change 
Of Symptom, good or bad. Now hope. 

Now fear, pervades his breast, and on each sigh 
He wings a prayer to heaven. HeavcTi heard 
His sighs, aiK^with compassion looked upon 
The suppliant parent ; yet still Divine 
Omniscience saw what man saw not, his eye 
Itierced the dread gloom in which futurity 
Lay hid, and made it plain. 

The child awoke. 

But, ah ! 'twas but the prelude of a sleep. 
Whose slumbers none could break, no sound 
disturb, 

Until the trunj[)et*6 blast shall echo through 
The universe. Lo ! theie the monster stood 
In terror clad, and in his hand he grasped 
His dreaded shaft ; — such was llcav’n s decree, 
For ME, with whom are the years of life 
And death, said, ** Strike I” Then with uner- 
ring aim 

The filial arrow fell there but remained 
A gp^p— a struggle— and the infant died. 

’Twas at that moment mercy infinite, 
¥ouchsaledan answer to tlj^e parent’s prayer, 
And, in sweet tones of love, it whispered forth, 
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Va once it whispered in the days of old, 

' My grace suffices thee.” « 

Jjound the pale corpae, 
3ehold them sadly kneel, and bowing down 
Lii lowly adoration — praise that God 
W hose goodness gives, whose wjsdom takes aw'ay . 
Tis nature weeps — their inmost souls rejoice, 

[n prospect of the bliss he now enjoys, 

A.nd which they long to prove, rejoice, — that 
death 

li is lost its sting, — the grave its victory. 

J. L. 


THE SEASONS*. ’ 

i'vn seen the beauteous ilowers of Spring 
Bud, blossom, and decay ; 

I’ve heaid thb sweetest wai biers sing, 
And Avatch’d them flit away. 

3 ve Been enchanting Summer rise, 

Fresh from her rosy bed, 

And scatter, thiough the humid skies, 
Rich fragrance as she fled ; - 
But, ah ! she too, so fair, so gay, 

In smiles and b) ashes glass’d away. 

Tve seen, ivhen yellow Autumn, too, 
Pour’d lorth her plenteous horn 
Emits of each varied form and hue, 

And floods of ripen’d corn. 

"^A^hile ovei Nature*s changing face, 

A thouhand varying dyes 
Have breathed inimitable gracc^ 

And mimiclFd wesieni skioa : — 

T 
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But ah ! IVe seen her fruits decay, 

And Autumn, too^has pass'd away. 

And now dread Winter (stormy sire !) 

Begins his cheerless reign, 

And the rude heralds of his ire 
Wild bluster o'er the plain : ' 

Lock’d in chilling arms 

Creation seems to die ; 

And withered are her blooming charms, 
When gaz'd on by his eye I 
Yet winter shall not always stay, 

Stern Winter too, shall pass away. 

Nor shall life’s dark and wintry storm 
Eternally endure : 

Death shah dissolve this mortal form, 

And lead to scenes more pure, 

W^here changing f^easona are not known, ‘ 
Where storms can never come ; 

That place, the Christian calls his own, 

His lest inheHtancSt his home^ 

Most prized, because ’twill jie’er decay : 

Nit Spring shall never pass away. 

Paulina. 


THE STORM CALMED. 


’^darkness all !*-No star appears 
iJpon the dusky brow of night : 

' moon the anxious watcher cheers, 

" ^ Kor charms him with her gentle light ; 
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Whilo one small ship, its sails all riven. 
Abides the furious bia^ of heaven. 

Loud, and more loud, tiie billows roar. 

And dash their white foam o’er the deck ; 
The storm is fiercer than before ; 

And soon that ship must be a wreck; 

But who is this that lies asleep, 

\V hile all beside in anguish weep 1 

The master wakes from his repose, 

And views the storm with look serene; 
He speaks, — the listening water flows 
Calm as in Eden a peaceful scene ! 

The winds his high commands pbey. 

And in soft whispers die away. 

Who is it 1 He whose hand h%th made 
The Heavens, too bright for mortal eye, 
And given to earth the cooling shade, 

And flowers of every varied dye ! 

Be made the sun’s bright axle glow, 

And made the obedient waters flow. 

Who is it 1 He who meekly laid 
His pomp of heavenly glory by, 

And, in the form of man was made 
To atone for sins of deepest dye. 

His power, his love, is still the same 
And Jxsus is the master's name ! 

Paulina, 


REFLECTIONS ON RETIRING TO . REST. 

It is good, when we lay on the pillow our bead. 
And the eilenpe of night all aropudRs is spread, 
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To reflecfc on the dead» we have done throngb 
the day, i 

Nor allow it to pass yithnut profit away. 

A day— what a trifle !— and yet the amount 

Of the days we have pass'd form an awful ac- 
count : 

And the ti rue may arrive when the world we 
would give. 

Were it ours, might we have but another to live. 

In whose service have we through the day been 
employ’d, 

And what are the pleasures wo mostly enjoy’d? 

Our desires and our wishes to what did they 
tend— ' 

To the world we are in, or the world without end? 

Hath the sense of his presence encompass’d us 
round. 

Without whom not a sparrow can fall to the 
ground ? 

Have our hearts turn'd to him with devotion 
most true. 

Or been occupied only with things that we view? 

Have we often reflected how goon we must go, 

To the mansions of bliss, or the regions of woe ? 

Have we felt unto God a repentance sincere. 

And in faith to the Saviour of sinners drawn near? 

Let llir now with ourselves solemn conference 
hold, 

Hre sleep’s silken fetters our senses enfold ; 

Add ib]:giTeness implore for the sins of the day 

l^or allow them to pass anrepented away. 

SentAam- 
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THE LAND WHICH HO MORTAL MAY 
KNOW. 

rH0T7aH earth has full many a beautiful spot, 
AS a poet or painter mi^ht show ; 

Y^et more lovely and beautiful, holy, and bright. 
To the hopes of the heart, and the spirit’s glad 
flight, 

la the land which no mortal may know. 

There the water of life bursting forth from the 
throne, 

Plows on, and for ever will flow ; 
its waves, as they roll, are with melody rife, 
And its waters are sparkling, with beauty and 
life, ^ 

In the land which no mortal may know. 

Oh i who but must pine, in this dark vale of tears 
From its clouds and its shadows to go, 

To walk in the light of the glory above, 

And to share in the peace, and the joy, and the 
love, 

Of the laud which no mortal may know. 

Banrton* 


TIME’S CHANGES. 

Br the side of his cheerful winteVs hearth 
An old man sat with a tear-dimm’d eye : 

He took no heed of his children’s mirth. 

But mournfully thought of the days gone by*. 

Sadly he fixed his sorrowing gaze 
Where his txseless sword now rusty hung : 
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A troph j of prouder, and'^ppier da^, 

' Whose memories ydt around him clung. 

Though his nerveless arm could no longer wield, 
Wi^h a nirairior’s grasp, the conquering blade. 

He had b^ne*it so oft in the battle held, 
Tha^lt'gl:ieved him to see its lustre fade. 

** Rest thou in peace ! my trusty steel,” 

At length he said in a faltering tone ; 

** Well does my time-worn spirit feel 

Its powers, like thine, have past and gone. 

Great is the change that in thee I trace. 

Since first I girded thee on my side ; 

And for me, tibe crutch has taken thy place, 

My weak and tottering steps to guide V* 

The veteran paused in his pensive mpod^ 
Wrapp’d in the visions 

While his favourite son beside 

Mutely watching his falling 'r 

But as goon as he saw the transients feeling. 
Like a shadowy cloud from his brow depart. 

Then at his feet in silence kneeling. 

He press’d his hand to his throbbing heart. 

A change in the old man’s mind was wrought ; 
And he said, as he look’d at his darling boy, 

'^Bo I speak of the griefs that years have brought. 
And lorget that they also have yielded joy 1 

Oh ! is it not sweet to be thus begt^ed 
Of the pangs that embitter a lomg life’s close^ 

By the tender cares of a duteous wl|9, 

Who Boothea to kindly a patetti^ wom 1 
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Then wherefore should 1, like one forsaken. 

For the vnniBhed gloriesr of youth repine ; 

W hen the vigour that time from my arm has 
talcen — 

It has given, my noble boy, to thine 1 

Roia. 


CHRISTIAN WARFARE. 

Soldier, go — ^bufc not to claim 
Mouldering spoils of earth born treasure, 

N ot to build a vaunting name. 

Not to dwell in tents of pleasure. 

Dream not that the way is smooth, 

Hope not that the thorns are roses ; 

Turn no wishful eye of youth, 

Where the hunny beam reposes ; 

Thou hast sterner work to do, 

Hosts to cut thy passage through : 

Close behind thee gulfs are burning— 

Forward !— there is no returning. 

Soldier, rest — hut not for thee 
S[)reads the world her downy pillow ; 

On the rock thy couch must be, 

While around thee chafes the billow : 

Thine must be a watchful sleep. 

Wearier than another's waking; 

Suoh a charge as thou dost keep 
Brooks no moment ot forsaking. 

Sleep, as on tb« battle-field, 

Girded— grasping sword and shield : 

Tho^ thou caulit not name or number, 

Steal upon thy brdken slWbar. 
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Soldier, rise— the war is done ; 

Lo, the hosts (rf hell are Hyiug, 

'Twiis thy Lord the battle won ; 

Jesus vanquished them by dying. 

Pass the stream— before thee lies 
All the conquered land of glory : 

Hark ’ —what songs of rapture rise. 

These prficlairn the victor’s story, 
Soldier, lay thy weap ons down, 

Quit the sword, and take the crown : 
Triumph I all thy foes are banished, 

Death is slain, and death has vanished, 

Charlotte Elizaleth. 


THE KIGllT‘EOtJS BLESSED IN DEATH. 

How bless’d the righteous when he dies, . 

When sinks a weary soul to rest. 

How mildly beam the closing eyes. 

How gently heaves the expiring breast ! 
So fades a summer cloud away. 

So sinks the gale when storms are o’er. 

So gently shuts the eye of day, 

So dies a wave along the shore. 

A holy quiet reigns around, 

A calm which life nor death destroys ; 
Nothing disiuri>H that peace profound. 

Which his unfettered soul enjoys. 

Fafe^cU, condicting hopes and fears, 

Where lights and shades alternate dwell ! 
How bright the unchanging morn appears ! 
Farewell, inconstant world, farewell ! 
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Lite’s duty done, as sinks the clay. 

Light from its load the spirit flies ; 

While heaven and earth combine to say, 

“ How bless’d the righteous when he dies-” 

Mrs. BarhauUL 


THE SABBATH. 

Hear is the hallowed morn to roe 
When village bells awake the day : 

And by their sacred minstrelsy. 

Call me irom earthly oare» away. 

And dear to me the winged hour, 

Spent in thy hallowed courts, O Lord ! 

To feel devotion’s soothing power, 

And catch the manna of thy word. 

And dear to me the loud Amen, 

Which echoes through the blest abode. 

Which swells and sinks, and swells again. 
Dies on the walls, but lives to God. 

In secret I have often prayed, 

And still the anxions tear would fall ; 

But on thy sacred altar laid, 

The Are descends, and dries them all. 

Git when the world, with iron hands. 

Has bound me in his six-days chain, 

This bursts them, like thestrong man's l^ands,. 
And lets my spirit loose again. 

Then dear to me tlie sabbath morn. 

The village bells« the shepherd's voice; 
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These oft have found my heart forlorn, 
And always bid my- heart rejoice. 

Go, man of pleasure, strike thy lyre, 

Of broken Sabbaths sing the charms. 
Our ’8 be the prophet’s Car of lire. 

That bears us to a Father’s arms. 

Cunnitigham^ 


THY WILL BE DONE. 

It is a short and simple prayer, 

Bat ’tis the Christian’s stay. 

Through every vaiied scene of care. 

Until his dying day. 

As througit the wilderness of Ufa 
Calmly he wanders on, 

His prayer in every time of strife 
la still, Thy will be done V* 

When in his happy infant years 
He treads ’midst thornless flowers; 

When pass away his smiles and tears 
Like April suns and showers: 

Then, kneeling by his parents’ hearth. 
Play- tired, at set of sun. 

What is the prayer he murmurs forth 1 
— “ Father, tby will be done." 

When the bright sumniersky of time. 
Cloudless, is o’er him spread ; 

When love’s bright wreath is m its prime. 
With not one blossom dead : 

Whilst o’er his hopes, and proepeots fair, 
No mist ot woe hath gone; 
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Still* he repeats his first taught prayer — 

“ Father, thy will be done.” 

But'when his sun no longer beams, 

' And love’s sweet flowers decay ; 

When all hope’s rain bow- coloured dreams 
Are sadly swept away ,* 

As a flower bent beneath the storm 
Still fragrantly breathes on ; 

So when dark clouds life’s heaven deform. 
He prays, “ Thy will be done !” 

And when the winter of his ago 
Sheds o’er hn locks its snows; 

When be can feel his pilgriiqpge 
Fast dr < wing to a close : * 

Then, as he finds his strength decline, 
Thiria his prayer alone ; * 

To thee my spirit 1 resign — 

Father ! thy will be done !” 

Mary Ann JBrown. 


THE CARRIER RlGEOlir. 

The bird let loose in eastern skies, 

When hastening fondly home, 

Ne’er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies 
Where kilo warblers roam. 

But high she shoots through air and light. 
Above all low delay. 

Where nothing earthly boun(^ her flight, 
Nor shadows dim her way. 

Bo grant we, God, from every care, 

And sinful passion free. 



300 


FLOWfeKS OF POETRY. 


Through pure religion’s clearer air^ 
To hold my coiirse to thee ! 

No sin to cloud — no lure to stay 
My soul, as home she springs ; 
Thy sunshine on her joylul way. 
Thy freedom on her wings. 


HOPE. 

Keflected on the lake, I love 

To see the stars of evening glow ; 

So tranquil in the heavens above, 

Bo r^ftless on the waves below. 

Thus heavenly hope is all serene. 

But earthly hope, how bright soe’er. 
Still fluctuates o’er this changing scene,, 
As false and fleeting as 'tis fair. 

Bishop Ueher,. 


AN EVENING PRAYER. 

Lobs of my life, whose tender care 
Hath led me on till now, 

Here lowly at the hour of prayer. 
Before thy throne i bow ; 

1 bless thy gracious hand, and pray 
Forgiveness for another day. 

Humbly, .0 Lord, I come to Thee, 
Sinful before thee fall ; 

My Saviour’s blood my only plea, 
My life, my hope, my all ; 
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Clothe me in the Kedeemer’s dress. 

His spotless robe of fighteowaness. 

I pray thy grace my wayward heart, 
From this vain world to free ; 

The riches of thy love impart 
To live alone to thee : 

Take me and claim me for thine own— 

O make me thine and thine alone. 

0 may I daily, hourly, strive 
In heavenly grace to grow ! 

To thee and to thy glory live — 

Dead to all else below : 

Tread in the path my Saviour trod, 

Though thorny, yet the partlf to God. 

With prayer, my humble praise I bring. 
For mercies day by day ; 

Lord, teach my heart thy Jove to sing — 
Lord, teach me how to pray. 

All that I have, I am, to Thee 

1 offer through eternity. 

Thou, blessed God, hast been my guide. 
Through life my guard and friend ; 

Yet still throughout life’s wearied tide 
Preserve me to the end : 

And when this life’s sad journey's past. 

Receive me to thyself at last. 

In my KedeemePs name, for all 
These blessings I implore ; 

Prostrate, O Lord, before thee faR, 

And gratefully adore ; 

Bend from thy throne of earth and 

And bless my evening sacrifice. 
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T WEIGHT. 

Oh ! Twilight ! spirit that doth render birth 
To dim enchantment, melting Heaven and Earthy 
Leaving on craggy hills and running streams 
A softness, like the atmosphere of dreams ; 

Thy hour to all is welcome ! faint and sweet 
Thy light fails round the peasant’s homeward 
feet 

When slow returning from his task of toil 
He sees the loweunset gild the cultured soil, 
And though such radiance round him brightly 
glows 

*Bp&rk hiscoltst^c window tbrowSj^ 
Still as his heart prest all bis weary pace. 
Fondly he dreams of each familiar face, 
Eecallsthe treasures of his narrow life, 

His rosy children, and bis sunburnt wife, 

To whom his coming is the chief event. 

Of simple days in cheerful labour spent, 

The rich man's chariot bath gone whirliqg past, 
And those poor cottagers have only cast, 

One careless glance on all that show of pride, 
Then to their tasks turn quietly aside ; 

But him they wait for, him they welcome home. 
Fond sentinels look forth to see him come. 

The faggot sent for when the lire grows dim 
The frugal meal prepared are all for him : 

For him the watching of that sturdy boy, 
Fiir^im those smiles of tenderness and joy, 

For bim — who plods his sauntering way along 
WhiatllQg the figment of some village song. 

Uon, Mn. Nortoi^* 
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OLD ENCJl^AND. 

Old England ! thou hast green and pastoral hllla. 
Fanned by delicious gales, 

And living voices of hariiioiiiouB rills, 

Sound in thy sylvan vales. 

Tinder the shadow of primeval trees, 

'Mid whispering of green leaves, 

Stand cheerful groups of white* walled cottages, 
Flower*mautlcd to the eaves. 

And thou hast loving hearts, both high and low. 
And homes where bliss abides. 

And little children that rejoicing go 
By flowery streamlet sides. * 

And thou hast many a hill and (orest glade. 
That to the past belong ; 

Many a brown moor and crumbling ruin, made 
Imperishable by song : 

As wayside wells, that broad leaves overshadow, 
Where pilgrims knelt of old : 

And wiiiding paths through many a pleasant 
meadow 

*Mid flowers of blue and gold : 

And thou hast Sabbath bells in old church 
towers, 

Whose music thrills the air ; 

And the sweet calm of Sabbath sunset hours. 
When every thought is prayer. 

And thou hast grassy graves set side by side, 
The high'born and the lowly, 

By common griefs, by common death allied, 

' In ground that tears make holy. 
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Graves, Sabbath worsMp, village homes and men, 
Old England ! thes^a nre thine ; 

And spots made famous by the svrord and pen, 
Till each one is a shrine ; 

Oh, glory-crown'd England ! thou hast these— 
Hast these, and still hast more — 

The empire of the tributary seas 
That lave thine island shore. 

And wherefore is the tributary sea 
As a liege subject given ? — 

To bear forth knowledge, truth, and liberty, 

To each land under heaven ; — 

To knit thee to all people ; — everywhere 
To make thy knowledge known ; 

To make thine influence like God’s common air, 
Extend front zone to zone ! 

Jfary JZowett 


THE EVENING HOUB. 

Sweet evening hour ! sweet evening hour ! 
That calms the air, and shuts the flower ; 
That brings the wild bee to its nest, 

The infant to its mother’s breast. 

Sweet hour ! that bids the labourer cease ; 
That gives the weary team release ; 

And leads thenrhome, and crowns them there. 
With rest and shelter, food and oare. 

Oh ! season of soft sounds and hues, 

Of twilight walks among the dews, 

Of feelings calm, and converse sweet, 

And thoughts too shadowy to repeat ! 
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Yes, lovely hour f thorn art the time 
When feelings tlow, ana wishes climb ; 
When timid souls begin to dare. 

And God receives and answers prayer. 

Then, trembling through the dewy skiea, 
Look out the stars, like thoughtful eyes 
Of angels, calm, reclining there. 

And gazing on this world of care. 

Sweet hour ! lor heavenly musing made — 
When Isaac walked and Daniel prayed; 
When Abram’s offering God did own; 

And J esus loved to be alone. 

Rev, H, F. LyU. 

THE NATIVE LAND. 

** He who loves not his country, can love nothing.’” 

Byron. 

They bore him from his barren shore. 

The country of his birth — 

From leafless wastes and icefields hoar, 

And all most loved on earth, 

They asked him but to leave his tribe, 
AntLthen he should command 
Eiohes and wealth — and for that bribe 
He left bis native land. 

They shewed him sunny islands spread 
Beneath unclouded skies. 

Wuere orange groves waved overhead. 

And glanced the bright fire-flies : 

They carried him to beauteous bowers. 

By fragrant breea^s fanned : 
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What cared te for |heir trees and flowers! 
'Twas not his native land. 

On through the waters flew the hark, 

And Albion’s white cliffs rose : 

He would have been more glad to mark 
The glare of his own snows. 

And many a blithe and joyous sound 
Came from the crowded strand ; 

But coldly glanced his eye around, — 
’Twas not his native land ! 

They shewed him many a princely dome. 
And many a scene of mirth : — 

Oh ! he had happier been at home, 

Beside bis ‘own loved hearth ! 

They led him to the busy mart, — 

But while the crowd he scanned. 

It brought no pleasure to his heart, — 
’Twas not his native land ! 

Strangers were kind to and tried 
Vainly, to make him blest ; 

But all their efforts he detied— 

His bosom knew no rest. 

He saw a mother fondly kiss 
The infant in her hand, 

And anguish wrung his heart, for his 
Was in his native land. 

There is an innate feeling clings 
Around our human clay, 

A fondness for familiar things 
That will not wear away, 

But oft couBumes the heart it keeps 
Twined in ite deathlesB band ; — 
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Bvfiii so was he, an^now he sleeps 
Far from his native land. 

Mary Ann ZVowwe, 


EPIGRAM. 

In crowds how often solitude I feel, 

Having with none a ejinpathetic share 1 
But when to sacred solitude i steal, 

I’m in society, for God is there ! 

James Edmeston. 


CONSOLATION FOR MORTALITY. 

By Bryant, an Amencan*Poet. 

Yet a few days, and thee 
The all beholding sun shall see no more 
In all his course: nor yet in the cold ground. 
Where thy pale form was laid with many tears. 
Nor in the embrace of ocean, shall exist 
Thy image— Earth, that nourished thee, shall 
claim 

Thv growth, to be resolved to earth again ; 

And, lost each human trace, surrendering up 
Thine individual being, shalt thou go 
To mix for ever with the elements — 

To be a brother to the insensible lock 

And to the sluggish clod, which the rude swain 

Turns with his share, and treads upon. The oak 

Shallsend his roots abroad, and pierce thymoold; 

Yet not to thy earthly resting place 

Shalt thou retire alone, nor couldst thou wish 
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Couch more ma^ificen^. Thou shalt lie down 
^ "^ith patriarchs of the infant world — -with kings 
The powerful of the earth, the wise, and good — 
Fair forma and hoary aeera, of ages past- — 

All in one mighty Sepulchre. The hilla 
llock ribbed and ancient as the aim — the vales 
Stretching in pensive quietneas between — 

The venerable woods — rivers that move 
In majesty, and the complaining brooks 
That make the meadows green; and, poured 
round all, 

Old Ocean’s grey and melancholy waste — 

Are but the solemn decorations all 

Of the great tomb of man ! The golden sun, 

The planet(«, all the infinite host of heaven, 

Are shining on the sad abodes of death 
Through the still lapse of ages — all that tread 
The globe are but a handful to the tribes 
That slumber in its bosom — take the wings ' 

Of morning, and the Barcan desert pierce 
Or lose thou thyself in the continuous woods 
Where rolls the Oregon, and hears no sounds 
Save its own dashings ; yet the dead are there. 
And millions in those solitudes, since first 
The flight ot years began have laid them down 
In their last sleep-^the dead reign there alone. 
So nhalt thon rest — and what if Siou shalt fall 
Unheeded by the living, and no friend 
Take note of thy departure 1 All that breathe 
Will share thy destiny. The gay will laugh 
When thou art g^ue, the solemn bropd of care 
Plod on, and eaoh one as before will ohase 
His favourite phantom : yet all these sball leave 
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Their mirth and their employments, and shall 
come * ^ 

And make their bed with thee. As the long 
train 

Of ages glide away, the Bona of men — 

The youth in life's green spring, and he who goes* 
111 the full strength of years, matron, and ma^, 
And the sweet babe, and the grey-headed man — 
Shall one by one be gathered by thy side 
By those who in their turn shall follow them. 
St) live, that when thy summons comes to join 
Tho innumerable caravan that moves 
To that mysterious realm ; where each shall take 
His chamber in the silent halls ^f death, * 
Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night 
Scourged to his dungeon ; but, sustained and 
soothed • 

By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave 
Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch 
About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams. 


PRIMCE OF PEACl!). 

He is our peace. — Ephes. 11— 11. 

Pbircb of peace ! control my will, 

Bid this struggling heart be still ; 

Bid my fears and doubtings cease. 
Hush my spirit into peace : 

Thou hast bought me with thy blood, 
OpenM wide the gate to God; 

Peace, 1 ask'^but peace must be, 
Lord, in being one with thee. 
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Thou, who still’d i^e raging deep. 
Placidly to child -hk© sleep ; 

Thou, whose voice the maniac heard. 
Knew, and straight confessed his Lord; 
Thou, who hush’d the mourners cry 
Mid maternal agony, — 

Chase these douotings from my heart. 
Faith, and perfect peace impart. 

King of Salem ! strong to save, 

No ecstatic joy I crave ; 

Let thy spirit’s soothing calm 
Glide into my soul like balm : 

Eaise my heart to things above. 
Modulate Iny soul to lore : 

May thy will, not mine, be done 1 
May thy w^ll and mine be one ! 

Saviour ! at thy foot I fall : 

Thou, my life, my G.)d, my all 1 
Lord of glory, I am thine ; 

Let thy peace art und me shine. 

And thy happy servant he 
One with Ood, and one with thee. 


THOUGHTS 

On hearing the Church-bells chime. 

Yk gentle winds, 0 waft again that swell, 

So soft and sweet, across the deepen’d dell ; 
Speak to my heart, and not my ear alone, 

The hallow’d music of your chasten’d tone ; 
Chime not' in valft^ sweet belle, but faithful say, 
To rich and pour, neglect me not to day ! ^ 
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Oft haTe I heard your sacred sounds, and made 
Some faint excuse your summons to evade; 
But now, to J^nguor and disease a prey. 

How dotibly dear appears this hallow’d day 
0 prove a Sabbath to roy mind indeed, 

A holy day, from worldly subjects freed. 

Aloft my soul, may dove like pinions bear 
Thee far above this atmosphere of care ; 
yes, onward bear, till thou a Piagah’s view 
Of Canaan blest obtain^Jerus’lem New. 

Here let my spirit rest, nor back convey 
Me down the hills of sin's backsliding way. 
Rif.her, like Moses, let me absent be 
From all I love on earth, if safe '^ith thee, 

To die, with heaven in view, is tife ( xchanged; 
To live without it, death, from thee estranged. 
Here, Lord, my forehead with thy cygnet stamp. 
If life be spared, supply "ith oi^my lamp. 

That hence, how dark soe’er my way may be, 
Thy lighc may cui<fe, tby seal may rescue mo; 
And when tny Sabbaths on this earth are o’er, 
Admit me where blest Sabbaths end no more. 


SONO OP A WINTER WIND. 

I COM K— but not as in early spring, 

To open the leaves just blossoming; 

To fill the air with sweet perfume 
I’ve called from flowers of fragrant bloom ; 
To kiss beauty’s cheek and on it throw 
A freshet Hut Und deeper glow. 

I oome-^hUi not with refreshing balm 
Bach as 1 bear on a aununer's ealai« 
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When the burning brow and pa^tiBg breast 
|By heat of the noontide eun oppress’d 
"Gently woo me then to bestow ^ 

The cooling breeze they would gladly know. 

1 come— but not with the under-song 
Ah in autumn days I sweep along, 

When the rustling showers of leaves reveal 
tAfy steps, as through the trees I steal ; 

Though drooping flowers attest, my breath 
Even then has power to scatter death. 

I come — but my voice now loudly calls 
When at midnight’s dreary hour it falls 
On the half-aroused, half-sleeping ear, 

■ And many a breast it fills with fear, 

As near in the lofty trees it howls, 

Then dies away^ in distant growls. 

From the mother’s eye I frighten sleep 
With thoughts of her son on the troubled deep, 
Where loudly I sang bis funeral dirge 
As be sunk beneath the closing surge, 

Ere 1 hastened away to tell the tale. 

In forboding fears to his mother pale. 

But my voice can grief and terror give 
To those who in comfort or splendour live 1 
And the merchant thinks of bis good ship 
Whose timbers asunder 1 oould rip, 

Scattering his wealth on the ocean’s bed, 

To him and his heirs for ever dead. 

Yet there is. One whose sovereign sway 
It is mine to ewn and to obey ; 

And wh«a he speaks the word Be atiU,** 
Straightway ob^ient to hie irill, 
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Hushed IB the tumult which lately raged, 
And all my violence is Ussuaged. 

Henry Thornton. 


THE BETTER LAND, 

I HEAR thee speak of the better land ; 

Thou cairst its children a happy band: 

Mother ! oh, where is that radiant shore,— 
Shall we not seek it and weep no more 1 
la it where the flower of the orange blows. 

And the fire-flies dance through the myrtl% 
boughs'* . • 

Not there, not there, my child.’* 

Is it where feathery palm-trees wise, 

And the date grows ripe under sunny skies. 

Or ’mdist the greeu islands of glittering seas. 
Where fragrant forests perfume the breeze, 

And strange bright birds, on their starry wings. 
Bear the rich hues of all glorious things 1 
“ Not there, not there, my child." 

Ts it far away in some region old, 

Where the rivers wander o’er sands of gold — 
Where the burning rays of the ruby shine. 

And the diamond lights up the secret mine, 
And tbepearlgleamsforth from the coral strand — 
Is it there, sweet mo^er, that better laud ? 

** Not there, not there, my child." 

*Eye hath^not seen, it, my gentle boy I 
Ear hath'uot heard its deep songs of joy, 
Dreams cannot picture a world so fair, < 
Sorrow and death may not enter there ! 



314 


FLOWK'feS OF POETRY. 


Time doth not breathe on itR fadeless bloom, 
beyond the oloudvand beyond the tomb 
^ It is there, it k there, my child." 

Hemans. 


SABBATH EVEJirma. 

Anoth’rr day has pass’d along, 

And we are nearer to the tomb ; 

Nearer to join the heavenly song, 

Or bear the last eternal doom. 

Vhese naoment\,<)f departing day, 

When tbonght is calm, and labours cease. 

Are surely solemn time-^ to pr.iy, 

To a^k for partion and for peace. 

Thou G »d of mercy, swift to hear, 

More swilt t liaii m'tri to tell his need ; 

Be Thou to us this evening near, 

And to thy fount our spirits lead. 

Tench us to pray^and, havini' taught, 
Grant us the blessing that we crave ; 

Wirh<iut thy teaching — prayer is nought, 
But with it— powerful to save ! 

Sweet is the light of Sibbith Eve, 

And snft the sutibearn lingering where 

Those sacred hours this low earth leave. 
Wafted on wings of praise and prayer. 

This time, how lovely and how-still ! 

Peace shineF, andAmileB on All below ; 

The wood, the hill. 

All fair with eyoaihg’a setting glow I 
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Season of llest ! the tranquil soul 

Feels thy sweet calm, rtnd melts in love ; 

And while these sacred moments roll. 

Faith’ sees a smiling heaven above. 

How short the time, how soon the sun 
Sets 1 and dark night resumes her reign 1 

And soon the hours of rest are gone, 

Then morrow brings the world again. 

Vet will our journey not be long, 

Our pilgrimage will soon be trod : 

And we shall j *in the ceaseless song. 

The endless Babbath of our dod. 

• EdtcAfion^ 


EUTAPHIA. 

L. E. h. 

The shrine has grumbled amid alien dust, 

The heart, o’er wrought, has given up its trust ; 
But the clear tones of that im passioned lyre 
Above the nnhing Future shall aspire. 

Crush not the mouldering clay with marble 
praise, 

Her memory is eternal in her lays. 

J. Lockeam* 


• . . NELSODf. 

WHRtr Trafalgar's tremendous fight was won, 
And Freedom sacrificed her favourite son ; 
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Britannia, throned upon the heaving sea, 
Stained with her tears the pomp of victory : 
^And gladly would have flung away the fame^ 
Her hero gained, hia spirit to reclaim. 


J. L. 


THE CHILD IN A GARDEN. 

Child of the flowing looks and laughing eye, 
Culling with hasty glee the flowVets gay, 

Or cha<^ing with light feet the butterfly ; 

1 love to m^rk thee at thy frolic play. 

Near thee I see thy father stand ; 

His anxious<^ye pursues thy roving track, 
And oft with warning Toice, and beck’ning hand. 
He cb ecks thy speed and gen tly draws thee back. 

Why dost thou meekly yield to his decree ? 

Fair boy, his fond regard to IjpSLee is known ; 
He does not check thy joys from tyranny — 
Thou art his loved, his cherish'd, and his own. 

When worldly lures, in manhood's coming hour, 
Tempt thee to wander from discretion's way, 
Oh I grasp not eagerly the offer’d flowers ; 
Pause, if thy heavenly Father bid thee stay. 

Panse, and in him revere a friend and guide, 

J f'ho does not willingly thy faults rep rove 
^ey«r, when thou rovest from his side, ' 
ll^l^Jiies ^ win the®. back with pitying loye. 

Mrs. Abdy. 
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THE DYING SOLDIEE. 

*' Seest thou that dying Soldier on the ground 
Whose life iy ebbing from a gba^itly wound! 
He hath no bed, except the frozen snow, 

No friendto w ipe the death- damp from hk brow 
His eye is struggling through the mist afar 
To catch the glimmer of that feeble star : 
Why doth he seek its light so faint and dim ? 
It is no star of hope, alas, to him ! 

Ay~but it shineth on his quiet home 
That rest of peace, were war hasrfiever como. 
Within bis fancy, even now, be‘ sees 
The old thatched roof beneath the linden trees 
The cradle, where his youngest infant sleeps. 
Rock'd by his widow'd wire, who bends and weeps 
He see's his children tha^around- her kneel, 
And try to calm the grim they cannot feel.'* 


OSLE MASSACRE OE THE PROTESTANTS 
AT Paris, 

Aooosr 24, 1572. 

St. Bartholom -'w’s day 1 we remember the time, 
So fearfully dark in the annals ol crime, 

3 y| ien Prance saw her thousands who worshipp’d 
the Lord, 

Fim, hewn to the grnund by Rome’s treacherous 
sword ; * 
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When her blood hounds raged fierce to unpeople 
' the land, 

When a Xing* on his fiock turn’d his butchering 
^ hand ; 

And the old and the young, and the weak 
and the brave, 

.distinguish’d were cast into one common 
grave. 

Thou smile'^t proud harlot ! perchance at the 
thought 

Which Bartholomew’s day to our memory hath 
brought ; 

And high on the throne, in thy purple and pride 
The woes of our Martyrb canst calmly deiido. 
But deep on the beait lies the gu>lr ol that day; 
The shneka oi tjie dying have not passed away, 
The cry of their I loo^harh ascended to heav’n, 
And aday fordiead vengeance willsurely be ^iv’n. 

Thine eye glares withfcatred, thy proud lip is 
curled 

With a smileof contempt which d^esthe whole 
world, % 

But mark it, thou drunken with holiest blood • 
The day of thy plagues will come in as a flood ; 
The year of the Lord's purchased people draws 
nigh, 

And the liJ^btQfhis coming will flash on thineoye. 
We look on the blood which thy right hand hath 
spilt ; 

We joy for our Martyl’d, we mourn for thy guilty 

*From the windows of hi^ pailaoe the king fired on his 
Proteitftst subjgeti. 
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Though thy brow is as brass, and thy heart is as 
steel, 

And thou laiigh’st at our words for thy woes 
can teel. 

The smoke of thy burning to beav*n will ascend, 
Tht bhrieks of thy tortures, the deep hell wiU 
rent! ; 

■While loud hallelujahs triumphant proclaim, 
i rod hath puniphed thy guilt, and avenged his 
gieat name. 

M, A. Stodart. 

TO MISS V AKP HER SISTER EMILY* 

Oi) tlj( ir presenting their minister whh guides to the col- 
J <{s, p*>alins, «Sic. to aid him in priiurming the pubhc 
service q 1 the church. 

^ly natal day r return you greet 
M'lfli a remembrance kind and meet; 
Affection’s gilt, more prizeu by me 
Th^ii g^ms out of the mine or sea . — 

A present to assist me where 
We love to join in praise and prayer. 

A guide thus faithful may / prove. 

To lead you to the realms above I 

B. B, 


TO MISS BEATRICE P , 

. Oa her making a birth-day present. 

^Th^ little gift your hands have made 
Does your affection prove; 

May we, when life's last ffowers shall fade. 
Meet in a world of live I 


B. R. 



f-lOWKKS or PO^TIlT. 


'i20 


TllOUOlTTS. 

OH I0AUH, xvii. 24. 

S10KNKS8 and pain, and sin and death no more 
Fqo thott wilt gnjide me with thine own right 
hand. 

And bring me to ImmanneVs happy land. 

There ahiul 1 m by angel ho«t» adored, 

And saints in light — my Saviour and my 1 iord 
Despited once when earth ete man he trod, 

All glorioHS mv> npon the throne of (iod 

JPVaarw Tkurland. 


DOXOliOOY. 

Phaisx the God of all oreation : 

Praiso the Father^s boundless love, 
Praise the Lamb, onr expiation^ 

Priest and Eing enthroned above. 
Praise the fountain of salvation, 
jHim by whom our spirits live . 
tlndivided adoration^ 

To the one Jehovah idv*» 

Condtr, 




J. S. Pratt, Printer, Stokeeley, Yorkshire. 








